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BIOGRAPHICAL INTRODUCTION. 



WiHTHBOP MACKWtiRrH Praed was bom in 1802, in 
Loodon, where bis parents were conoected with a great 
banking house wiiich still remains in tho family. At a, 
very early age he was placed at Eton, wbere Henry 
Nelson Coleridge, John Moultrie and others who bare 
since been distinguished in literature or in political af- 
fairs were hia schoolfellows. With Moultrie he set up 
The Etonian, one of the cleverest and most spirited 
undergraduate magazines ever sent from a college. To 
this he was the largest contributor, and its success was 
so great that it went through four editions, and estab- 
lished for him a reputation .for extraordinary precocious 
talent. From Eton he went to Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, where he carried away an unprecedented number 
of prizes for Greek and Latin odes and epigrams and 
English poems. On leaving the university he settled 
iu London, and soon after became associated with T, B. 
Hacaulay, Hookham Frere, and others, in the conduct 
of Knight's Quarterly Magazine, of which his articles 
were the life and main attraction. This miscellany be- 
ing discontinued, he wrote a large num.ber of playful 
lynos for the New Monthly Magazine and the illustrated 
annuals, and pungent political satires for the journals. 

In youth he shared the liberalism of Soulhey, but like 
the laureate he became conservative while advancing 
into manhood. "Die abilities be displayed in public con- 
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trof eray induced hia election to the House of Commons, 
and he was a member for Aylesbury, St. Germaina and 
Yarmouth, in three successive Parliaments, Though a 
love of ease, and social propensities, prevented the best 
cultivation of his powers, and the quick seizure of each 
opportunity, necessary to eminence in politics, he did 
enough to justify the earnest anticipations of his friends, 
and to earn for himself the title of a " rising man." He 
held the place of Secretary of the Board of Control, from 
December in 1634 to AprL in 1835, and other offices, in 
higher series, promised to reward his continuance in 
public life. "At this period bis early friend Moultrie, who 
had entered the ministry of the Established Church, ad- 
dressed him in the following sonnets : 



_. . „. ... _'8 piith walked Wilhelj Bide by 6idB, 

Unlike, BQd yet b; kiodred ums uDied, 
D..U ,: — jug g^y mistioea— Poeay. 



whicli IfeBveD Hud eartli divide, 
^□u wioeniDjf aay i>j day coatinually. 
Each hnth fursBltun tha sweet MoaeB' Hhriiie 
For cares more serious ; thou for wordy Btrife 
And aenatorial toils, — how nnlifce mine 1 
Wlio lead the coualry paslflr'a linmble life, 
Bneelening its oaree vith Jovs denied to thins, 
Fur cMldrea and a loved and loving wife. 



^rland that enwreethea thy hrow, 
lyiun jiu iiioagh it be for jonth'a rich pliautileieB 
And manhood's virtuea, by the good and wise, 
With well-earned lanrei. 1 have witneaiied how 
Thy whole heart honora the blent nnptiai vow ; 
How well become thee thin world'a tenderest ties ; 
And ffladlier DOW deth my mind'a eye repoj^s 
On thy brieht home,— thy brcflthine-timea of rest 
From publio tnnnoi],~oa the lovs that glowH 
In the fond iathec'B and the husband's breast. 
Than on tby well-wiged Btrifba with fbctioue foes 
Or letterad ttiomplu, e'CD by them wuifiued. 
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OSBAPHICAL INTRODDOTIOM. 



. . ^. . J Ti J *^ bold uid higbf 

With such blind zeal fOT nus-OBlled libertv, 

Th^ friend uid fas looksd on thea wHh «l*mi. 

Batsinoe miturer veare dieoelled the chum 

And weaned thee mini thy Bnt idoUtrf , 

With what foul gibes doth fHCtion'B BpitflfOI fij. 

Venting ItA Tag« aronnd thee, fihriek and BTmrm : 

Becreant or reuegHde, tiie mildest name 

With which tbej greet thee ; hot th; heart memwhll* 

Is pure beyond iIh reach of veiul blame, 

Free, Ann, nnstsined by BeifiBbaeaB or goQa, 

Too nohle for «Ten peity to defile : 

If tbao ait Wtbleas, let ma be tlka lUDS. 

In the autumn of 1838 the health of the young com- 
moner b^an to decline, and he gave up his employments 
and his ambitioiia, to retire into his home and prepare 
for death ; and on the fifteenth of July, 1BS9, he died, in 
the thirty-seventh year of his age. 

The writer of this preface, while a boy, was acctts- 
tomed to read with delight the pieces of Praed as they 
appeared in our periodicals, and when news came of the 
poet's death, he directed the importation of a copy of 
his works, and was surprised with the information that 
they had never been collected ; but the bookseller who 
had ordered them from London — Mr. Langley, whtMe 
store was then in the Astor House — readily jindertook 
the publication of as many of his compositions as were 
accessible in oH souvenirs and magazines, and the result 
was the only volume of them hitherto printed — a volume 
which now has become rare, so that Miss Mitford states, 
in the recently published Beminiscencea of her Life, that 
she procured it with considerable difficulty. 

The merits of Praed are peculiar and very great. As 
a writer of vera de toeiele he is without an equal among 
English authors. J4othing can be more graceful, natu> 
r^ and agreeable, than his Every Day Characters ; we 
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VUl BIOSBAPHIOAL IKTB 0000 TIOM. 

find Dowbera & more brilliant play of fancy tban in Lil- 
lian and his otintr arabesqae atories, in which the most, 
curious rural superstitions are embroidered so deftly on 
the feelings of the drawing room ; and perhaps there is 
no other example in which a humor so quiet, airy and 
delicious, is so happily interblent with moving tender- 
ness, aa in Josephine, and many of his other apparently 
careless yet really most exquisitely finished productions. 
Thb humorous melancholy, this gayety, with undertonea 
of sadness, is perhaps our author's chief distinction. 

The present edition of these poems is much more full than 
any hitherto published, and it may have the efiectof in- 
ducbg some English publisher to give us a complete 
collection of the worlis of an author whose carelessness 
of bis literary reputation should not deprive the world 
of one of the most charming books for which any writer . 
of our time has Aimisbed material. 

B. w. e. 

Nw York, April, 1653. 
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POEMS BY W. M.'PRAED. 



LILLIAN.* 



Thebb was a dragon in Arthur's time, 

When dragons and griffins were voted "prime," 

Of monstrous reputation : 
Up and down, and far and wide. 
He roamed about in hia scaly pride ; 
And ever, at morn wid even-tide, 
He made such rivers of blood to nm 
As shocked the si^t of the blushing sun, 

And deluged half the nation. 

* This poem appeared arlg1n&11; with the fr:JIoTi'ing kdvertisemant. 

" Tmt reader U requeBt«d to believe that the folloning atatement U 
literal!; true ; because the writer is well avare that the drcunutaaces 
under whlah Lillian was compoaed are the only source of its merila, 
and the only apology for Its fanlta. At a small party at Cambridge, 
■ome mali<M0ii8 belles endeavored to confound their BODoetlcering 
bieada, by aettJn^ nnintelli^ble and inexpljoable sabjeotB fbrtbe exer- 
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It was a pretty monster, too. 

With a crimson head, and a body blue, 

And wings of a warm and delicate hue, 

Like the glow of a deep carnation : 
And the terrible tail that lay behind, 
Reached out bo iar as it twisted and twined. 
That a couple of dwarfs, of wondrous strength, 
Bore, when he travelled, the horrible length. 

Like a Duke's at the coronation. 
His mouth had lost one ivory tooth, 
Or the dragon bad been, in very sooth, 

No insignificant charmer ; 
And that — alas ! he hod ruined it, 
When on new-year's day, in a hungry fit, 
He swallowed a tough and a terrible bit — 
Sir Lob, in his brazen armor. 
Swif), and light were his steps on the groimd, 
Strong and smooth was his hide around, 
For the weapons which the peasants flung 
Ever unfelt or unheeded rung, 



and tlie foUoving vea ui attempt to eipldn the riddle. The partiality. 
with which it had been honored in mwrnacript, and the frequant ap- 
plications which have been made to the nathorfor oopiea, ranst b« hie 
excuse for having a few impresmoos strnclc off for private circulation 
BmoDg his frieuda. It was written, howeTer, with the eole view of 
amuKiog the ladies in whose drcle the idea originated; and to them, 
with all due humility and devotion, it ia inscribed. 
"Tbimitt Collxoi, CAMBBurai, OeUbtr 26, IS22." 
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Arrow, and stone, and spear. 
As snow o'er Cynthia's window flits, 
Or raillery of twenty wita 

On a fool's unshrinking ear. 

In many a battle the beast had been. 

Many a blow he had felt and given : 
Sir Digore came with a menacing mien, 

But he §ent Sir Digore straight to Heaven; 
Stiff and stour were the arms he wore. 

Huge the sword he was wont to claap ; 
But the sword was little, the armor brittle, 

Locked in the coil of the dragon's grasp. 

He came on Sir Florice of Sesseny Land, 

Pretty Sir Florice from over the sea, 
And smashed him all as he stepped on the sand, 

Cracking his head like a nut &om the tree. 
No one till now, had found, I trow, 

Any thing good in the scented youth, 
Who had taken much pains to be rid of his brtuns. 

Before they were sought by the dragon's tooth. 

He came on the Sheriff of Hereford, 

As he sat him down to his Sunday dinner ; 
And the Sheriff he spoke but this brief word : 

"St. Francis, -be good to acorpulent sinner!" 
Fat was he, as a Sheriff might be. 

From the crown of his head to the tip of his toe ; 
But the Sheriff was small, or nothing at all. 

When put in th? jaws of the dragon foe. 



»i by Google 



16 LILLIAlf. 

He came on the Abbot of Arnoodale, 

As be kneeled him down to faia morning derotion; 
But the dragon he shuddered, and turned bis tail 

About, " with a short uneasy motion," 
Iron and eteel, for an early meal. 

He stomached with ease, or the Muse is a Itar ; 
But out of all question, he failed in digestion, 

If ever he ventured to swallow a friar ! 

Monstrous brute l^bia dread renown 

Made whispers and terrors in country and town ; 

Nothing was babbled by boor or knight, 

But tales of his civic appetite. 

At last, as after dinner he lay. 

Hid from the heat of the solar ray, 

By boughs that had woven an arbor shady, 

He chanced to fall in with the Headless Lady. 

Headless ! alas ! 't was a piteous gibe ; 

ril drink Aganippe, and then describe. 

Her fatlier had b^en a stout yeoman. 
Fond of his jest and fond of his can. 

But never over-wiae ; 
And once, when hia cups had been many and deep. 
He met with a dragon fast asleep, 

'T was a faery in disguise ; 
In a dragon's form she had riden the storm, 

The realm of the sky invading ; 
Sir Grahame's ship was stout and fiiat, 
But the faery came on the ruling bUst, 
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And shivered the sails, and shivered the mast, 
And down went the gallant ship at last, 

With all the crew and ladingr 
And the fay laughed out to see the rout, 

As the last dim hope waa &ding ; 
And this she had done in a love of fun, 

And a lote of masquerading. 
She lay that night in a sunny vale, 
And the yeoman found her sleeping ; 
Fiercely he smote her glittering tsU, 
But oh! his courage be^an to fail, 

When the feery rose all weeping. 
" Hiou hast lopped," she said, " beshrew thine hand t— 
The Surest foot in fiwry land ! 

" Thou hast ab infant in thine home ! 
Never to her shall reason come. 

For weeping or for wail, 
Till she shall ride with a fearless fac« 

On a living dr^on's scale, 
And fondly clasp to her heart's embrace 

A living dragon's tail." 
The faery's form from his shuddering sight 
Flowed away in a stream of light. 

Disconsolate that youth departed. 

Disconsolate and poor ; 
And wended, chill and broken-hearted, 

To his cottage on the moor ; 



»i by Google 



IB- LILLIAK. 

Sftdly and silently he knelt 

His lonelj hearth bef^ide ; 
Alas ! how desolate he felt 

As he hid his face and cried. 
The cradle where the babe was laid 

Stood in its own dear nook, 
But long— -how long! he knelt, and prayed, 

And did not dare to look. 
He looked at last ; his joy was there, 
And slumbering with that placid air 
Which only babes and angels wear. 
Over the cradle he leaned his head ; 
The cheek was warm, and the lip was red : 
And he felt, he felt, as he saw her lie, 
A hope — which was a mockery. 
The babe unclosed her eye's pale lid : — 
Why doth he start from the sight it hid 'i 
He had seen in the dim and fitful ray. 
That the light of the soul hath gone away ! 
Sigh nor prayer he uttered there, 
In mute and motionless despair. 
But he laid him down beside his child, 
And Lillian saw him die — and smiled. 
The mother 1 she had gone before ; 
And in the cottage on the moor, 
With none to watch her and caress, 
No arm to clasp, no Toice to bless. 
The witless child grew up alone, 
And made all Nature's book her own. 



»i by Google 



If, in the warm and pasaionate hour 
When Reason sleeps ia Fancy's bower, 
If thou hast ever, ever felt 
A dream of delicate beauty melt 

Into the heart's recess, 
Seen by the soul, and seen by the mind, 

But indistinct its loveliness. 
Adored, and not defined ; 
A bright creation, a shadowy ray, 
Fading and flitting in mist away, 
Nothing to gaze on, and nothing to hear, 
But something to cheat the eye and ear 
With a fond conception and joy of both, 
. So that you might, that hour, be loth 
To change for some one'a sweetest kiss 
The visions of unenduring bliss, 
Or lose some one's sweetest tone. 
The murmur thou drinkeat all alon^^ 
If such ft vision hath ever been thine, 
Thou hast a heart that may look on minel 

For, oh! the light of my saddened theme 

Was like to naught but a poet's dream, 

Or the forms that come on the twilight's wing, 

Shaped by the soul's imagining. 

Beautiful shade with her tranquil air, 

And her thin white arm, and her flowing hair, 

And the light of her eye so boldly obscure, 

And the hue of her cheek so pale and pure ! 

Reason and thought she had never known, 

Her heart was as cold as a heart of stone ; 
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20* LILLIAN. 

So you might guess from her eyes' dim rays, 
And her idiot laugh, and her vacant gaze. 
She wandered about all lone on the heather. 
She and the wild heath-birds together; 
For Lillian seldom spoke or smiled, 
But she sang as sweet as a IHtle child. 
Into her song her dreams would throng, 

Silly, and wild, and out of place ; 
And. yet that wild and roving song 

Entranced the soul in its desolate grace. 
And hence the story had ever run, 
That the fairest of damea was a headless one. 

The pilgrim in his foreign weeds 

Would falter iu his prayer ; 
And the monk would pause in his half-told beads 

To breathe a blesMng there ; 
The knight would loose his vizor-clasp. 
And drop the rein from his nerveless grasp, 
And pass his hand across his brow 
With a sudden aigh, and a whispered vow, 
And marvel Flattery's tale was told. 
From a lip so young to an ear so cold. 
She had seen her sixteenth winter out, 
When she met with the beast I was singing about : 
The dragon, I told you, had dined that day ; 
So he gazed upon her as he lay, 
Earnestly looking, and looldng long, 
With his appetite weak and his wonder strong. 
Silent he lay in his motionless coil ; 
And the song of the lady was sweet the while : — 
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LILLIAN. 

" Nonny Norniy ! I hear it float, 
Innocent bird, thy tremulous note : 
It comes from thy home in the egl&ntine, 
And I stay this idle song of mine, - 
Nonny Nonny ! to listen to thine I 

" Nonny Nonny ! ' Lillian singa 
The sweetest of all living things !' 
So Sir Launcelot averred ; 
But surely Sir Launcelot never heard 
Nonny Nonny ! the natural bird !" 

The dragon he lay in mute amaze, 

Ym someUiing of kindness crept into his gaze ; 

He drew the flames of his nostrils in, 

He veiled his claws with their speckled skin, 

He curled his fangs in a hideous smile; 

And the song of the lady was sweet the while ; — 

"Nonny Nonny! who shall t«ll 
Where the summer breezes dwell } 
Lightly and brightly they breathe and blow. 
But whence they come and whither they go, 
Nonny Nonny I who shall know 1 

"Nonny Nonny! I hear your tone. 
But I feel ye cannot read mine own ; 
And I lift my neck to your fond embraces. 
But who* hath seen in your resting-places, 
Nonny Nonny ! your beautitul faces 1" 
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A moment ! and the dr^on came 

Crouching down to the |>eer1e6B dame, 

With his tierce red eye so fondly shining, 

And his terrible tail so meelcly twining, 

And the scales on his huge limbs gleaming o'er. 

Gayer than ever they gleamed before. 

She had won his heart, while she charmed his ear, 

And Lillian smiled, and knew no fear. 

And see, she mounts between his wings; 

(Never a queen had a gaudier throne,) 
And faery-like she sits and sings, 

Guidiog the steed with a touch and a tone. 
Aloft, aloft in the clear Hue ether, 
The dame and the dragon they soared together ; 
He bore her away on the breath of the gale — 
The two little dwar^ held fast by the tail. 

Fanny ! a pretty group for drawing ; 

My dragon like a war-hurse pawing, 

My dwarfs in a fright, and my girl in an attitude, 

Patting the beast in her soulless gratitude. 

There ; you may try it if you will. 

While I drink my coffee and nib my quUI, 



The sun shone out on hill and grove ; 

It was a glorious day, 
The lords and ladies were waking love. 

And the downs were making hay ; 
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But tlie town of Brentford marked vith bonder 

A lightning in the sky, and tltuoder, 

Aod thiiiking('t was a thinking town) 

Some prodigy was coining down, 

A mighty mob to Merlin went, 

To learn the cause of this portent ; 

And he, a wizard s^e, but comical, 

Looked through his glasses astronomical, 

And puzzled every fotJish sconce 

By this oracular response : 

"Jfovi the tlaytr doth not »lay. 

Weakness Jlings her fear away^ 

Power heart iJie powerleM, 

Pity ride* the pitiless ; 

Are ye loverx f are ye brave ? 

Hear ye this, and seek, atui save ! 
Me that would vred the loveliest maid. 

Mutt don the itoutest mail, 
For the rider shall never be sound in the head, 

7%ll the ridden be maimed in the tail. 
Hey diddle diddle ! the cat and the fiddle I 
None but the lover can read me my riddle /" 

How kind art thou, and oh I how mighty, 
Cupid 1 thou son of Aphrodite ! 
By thy sole aid in old romance. 
Heroes and heroines sing and dance ; 
Of cane and rod there's little need; 
They never leam to read or write ; 
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Yet often, by thy sudden light, 

Enamored dames contrive to writ* ; 

And often, in the hour of need, . . 

Enamored youths contrive to read. 

(I make a smalt digresaioa here : 

I merely mean to make it dear, 

That if Sir Eglamour had wit 

To read and construe, bit by bit. 

All that the wizard had expressed. 

And start conjectures on the rest, 

Cupid had sharpened his discerning, 

The little god of love and learning.) 

He revolved in his hed what Merlin had said, 

Though Merlin had labored to scatter a veil on't ; 
And found out the sense of the tail and the head 

Though none of his neighbors could make head or 
tail on't. 
Sir Eglamour was one o' the best 

Of Arthur's table round ; 
He never set his spear in rest, 

But a dozen went to the ground 
Clear and warm as the lightning Rame, 
His valor from hia &ther came, 

His cheek was like his mother's ; 
And his hazel eye more clearly shone 
Than any 1 ever have looked upon. 

Save Fanny's and two others! 
With his spur so bright, and his rein so light, 

And his steed so swift and ready ; 
And his skilful sword, to wound or ward, 

And his spear so sure and steady; 
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He bore iuta lik« a British knight 

From London to Penzance ; 
Avenged aU weeping women's slight, 

And made all giants dance. 
And he had travelled far from home, 

Had worn a mask at Venice, 
Had kissed the Bishop's toe at Rome, 

And beat the French at tennis : 
Hence he had many a courtly pl&yt 

And jeeringa and jibes in plenty. 
And he wrot« more rhymes in a mngle day 

Than Byron or Bowles in twenty. 

He clasped to his aide his sword of pride, 
His sword, whose native polish vied 

With many a gory stain ; 
Keen and bright as a meteor-light ; 
But not so keen and not so bright. 

As Moultrie's* jesting vein. 
And his shield he bound his arm around, 
Hin shield, whose dark and dingy round. 

Naught human could get through ; 
Heavy and thick as a wall of brick. 
But not so heavy and not so thick 

As Boberts'a Beview.f 

* Bsv. John Uaoltrie, who, in ISiS, (when nun; muiiuaript a»- 
^M of " Idllimo" mn In dronlsHonO wrote Bomo bwaSfnl md p»- 
tiutio \jii<», some of whidb appcand in Eniglkt'i Qoaitarlr Molina. 

f'HyOnndmotbtr'BBeriew— theBritiBb."— -^m.'iiai*. Bobtits 

WM Uu aditcir,— Fid* Byrim'i tdda-iUtd IMtr to kim. 
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With a amile end a jest he set out on the quest, 

Clad in fais stoutest mail, 
With his helm of the best, and his speu in the rest, 

To fifty the dragon's t^l. 

The warrior travelled wearily, 

Many a league and many a mile; 
And the dragon saUed in the clear blue eky ; 

And the Bong of the lady was sweet the while :— 

"My steed and I, my ateed and I, 
On in the path of the winds we fly. 
And I chose the planets that wander at even, 
And bathe my hair in the dews of heaven I 
Beautiful stars, so thin and bright, 
Exquisite visions of vapor and light, 
I love ye all with a sister's love, 
And I rove with ye wherever ye rove. 
And I drink your changeless, endless song, 
The musio ye make as ye wander along 1 
Oh ! let me be, as one of ye. 
Floating for aye on your liquid sea; 
And I'll feast with you on the purest rain, 
To cool my weak and wildered brain, 
And I'll give you the loveliest lock of my h«r 
For a little spot in your realm of air !" 

Hie dragon came down when the mom shone bright, 

And slept in the beam of the sun ; 
Fatigued, no doubt, with his airy flight, 

Aa I with my jingling one. 
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With such a monstrous advenaiy 
Sir l^lamour was &r too weaiy 

To think of bandying knocks ; 
He came on his foe as still as death, 
Walking on tiptoe, and holding bis breath. 
And instead of drawing his sword from hia sheath. 

He drew a pepper-box I 
The pepper was as hot as flame. 

The box of a wondrous size; 
He gazed one moment on the dame, 
Then, with a sura and steady aim 
Full in the dragon's truculent phiz 
He flung the scorching powder — whiz 1 

And darkened both his eyes ! 

Have you not seen a little kite 
Bushing away on its paper wing, 
To mis with the wild wind's quarrelling t 

Up it soars with an arrowy flight. 
Till, weak and unsteady, 
Tom by the eddy. 

It dashes to earth from its hideous height} 

Such was the rise of the beast in his ptun. 

Such was his falling to earth again ; 

Upward he phot, but he saw not hie path, 

Blinded with pepper, and blinded with wrath ; 

One struggle— one vain one— of pwn and emotion! 

And he shot back again, like " a bird of the ocean !** 

Long he lay in a trance that day, 
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And alas ! he did not wake before 
The cruel kntgfat widi skill uid might, 
Had lopped and flayed the tail he Tore. 

Twelve hours by the chime he lay in his slime. 

More utterly blind, I trow, 
Than a Polypheme in the olden time, 

Or a politician now. 
He sped, as soon as he could see. 
To the Paynim bowers of Rosalie ; 
For there the dragon had hope to cure. 
By the tinkling rivulets, ever pure. 
By the glowing sun, and fragrant gale, 
His wounded honor and wounded tail ! 
He hied him away to the perfumed spot : 
The little dwarfs clung — where the tall was not! 
The damsel gazed on that young kni^t, 
With something of terror, but more of delight; 
Much she admired the gauntlets he wore, 
Much the device that his buckler bore, 
Much the feathers that danced on his crest, 
But most the baldrick that shone on his breast. 
She thought the dr^on'a pilfered scale 
Waa &irer far than the warrior's mul, 
And she lifted it up with her weak white arm, 
Unconsdoua of ita bidden charm, , 

And round her throbbing bosom tied, 
In mimicry of warlike pride. 

Gone is the spell that bound her ! 
The talisman hath touched her heart, 
And she leaps with a fearfUl and fawn-like start 
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As the shades of gUmory depart — ■ 
Strange thoughts are gliminerii^ round her ; 
Deeper and deeper her cheek is glowing. 
Quicker and quicker her breath ia flowing, 
And her eje gleams out fK>in its long dai^ lasbe^ 
Fast and full, unnatoral flashes ; 

For hurriedly and wild 
Doth Reason pour her hidden treasures, 
Of human griefe, and human pleasures, 

Upon her new-found child. 
And " oh !" she saith, " my spirit dotii aeem 
To have risen to-dAj from a pleasant dream ; 
A long, long dream — but I feel it breaking 1 
Painfiilly sweet ia the throb of waking ;" 
And then fihe laughed, and wept agiun : 
While, gazing on her heart's first rain, 
Bound in its turn by a mt^c chain, 

Tlie silent youth stood there : 
Never had either been so blest ; — 
You that are young may picture the rest^ 

Tou that are young and fair. 
Never before, on this warm land, 
Came Ixive and Season hand in hand. 

When you are blest, in childhood's years 
With the brightest hopes and the lightest fears. 
Have you not wandered in your dream. 
Where a greener glow was on the ground, 
And a clearer breath in the air around. 
And a purer life in the gay sunbeam, 
And a tremulous murmur in every tree, 
And a motionless sleep on the quiet sea 1 
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And have you not lingered, lingered stOI, 
All unfettered in thought and will, 

A fur and cherished boy ; 
Until you felt it pwn to part 
Trom the vild creations of yonr art, 
Until your young and innocent heart 

Seemed bursting vith its joy I 
And then, ob then, hath your waking eye 
Opened in all its ecstacy, 
And seen your mother leaning o'er you, 
The loved and loving one that bore you, 
Giving her own, her ibnd caress. 
And looking. her eloquent tenderness 1 
Was it not heaven to fly from the scene 
Where the heart in the vision of night had been, 
And drink, in one o'erflowing kiss, 
Your deep reality of bliss 1 
Such was Lillian's passionate madness, 
Such was the calm of her waking gladness, 

Enough ! my tale is all too long : 
Fair diildren, if the trifling song, 

That flows for you to-night. 
Hath stolen from you one gay laugh, 
Or given your quiet hearts to quafi* 

One cup of young delight, 
Pay ye the rhymer for his toils' 
In the coinage of your golden smiles, 
And treasure up his idle verse, 
With the stories ye loved from the lips of your n 
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Wheei foama and flo-ws the glorious Rhine, 

Many a ruin wan and gray 
O'erlookB the corn-field and the Tine, 

Majestic in its dark decay. 
Among their dim clouds, long ago, 
Hey mocked the battles tliat raged beloir, 
And greeted the guests in' arms that came, 
With hissing arrow, and aealdmg flame : 
But there ia not one of the homes of pride 
That frown on the breast of the peaceful tide, 
Whose leafy walls more proudly tower 
Than these, the walls of Belmont Tower, 

Where foams and fiows the glorious Rhine, 

Many a fierce and fiery lord 
Did carve the meat, and pour the wine, 

For all that revelled at his board. 
Father and son, they were all alike. 
Firm to endure, and &st to strike; 
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Little thej loved but a Frsu or a feast, 
Nothing they feared but a prayer or a priest; 
But there was not ooe in all the land 
More trusty of heart, or more stout of hand, 
More valiant in field, or more courteous in bower, 
Than Otto, the Lord of Belmont Tower. 

Are you rich, single, and ' your Grace' t 

I pity your unhappy case ; 

Before you leave your travelling canine, 

He women have arranged your marri^e ; 

"Where'er your weary wit may lead you. 

They pet you, praise you, fret you, feed you ; 

Consult your taste in wreaths and laces, 

And make you make their books at Races, 

Your little pony, Tam O'Shanter, 

Is found to have the sweetest canter ; 

Your curride is quite reviving. 

And Jane 's so bold when you are driving 1 

Some recollect your lather's habits, 

And know ih6 warren, and the rabbits t 

The place is really princely — only 

They 're sure you 11 find it vastly lonely. 

You go to Cheltenham, for the waters, 

And meet the Countess and her daughters ; 

You take a cottage at Geneva — 

Lo ! Lady Anne and Lady Eva. 

In horror of another session, 

You just surrender at discretion. 

And live to curse the frauds of mothera, 

And envy all your younger brothers. 
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Count Otto bowed, Count Otto smiled, 

Whea My Lady praised her darling chiid ^ 

Count Otto smiled, Count Otto bowed, 

When the child those prtuses disavowed ; 

As a knight should gaze Count Otto gazed, 

Where Bertha in all her beauty blaied ; 

As a knight should hear Count Otto heard, 

When Liba sang like a forest bird; — 

But he thought, I trow, about as long 

Of Bertha's beauty and Liba's soUg, 

Aa the sun may think of the clouds ihai, play 

O'er his radiant path on a summer day. 

Many a maid had dreams of state. 

As the Count rode up to her bther's gate ; 

Many a maid shed tears of pain. 

As the count rode back to his Tower again ; 

But little he cared, as it should seem, 

For the sad, sad t«ar, or the fond, fond dream — 

Alone he lived — alone, and free 

As tbe owl that dwells in the hollow tree: 

And the Baroness said, and ths Baron swore, 

There never was knight so shy before ! 

It was almost the first of May : 
The sun all smiles had passed away; 

The moon was beautifully bright ; 
Earth, heaven, as usual in such cases, 
Looked up and down with happy feoes ; 

In short, it was a charming night. 
And all alone, at twelve o'clock. 
The young Count clambered down the rock. 
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UDfurled the s^l, unchained the oar, 

And pushed the shallop from the shore. 

The holiness that sweet time flings 

CJpon all human thoughts and things, 

When Sorrow checks her idle sighs, 

And care shuts faat her wearied eyes ; 

The splendor of the hues that played 

Fantastical o'er hijl and glade. 

As verdant slope and barren cliff 

Seemed darting by the tiny skiff; 

The flowers, whose faint tips, here and there, 

Breathed out such fn^ance, you might swear 

That every soundless gale that fotmed 

The tide came fresb from fairy land ; 

The music of the mounttun rill. 

Leaping in glee from hill to hill, 

To which some wild bird, now and then. 

Made answer from her darksome glen — 

All this to him had rarer pleasure 

Than jester's wit or minstrel's measure ; 

And, if you ever loved romancing, 

Or felt extremely tired of duioitig. 

You wOl not wonder that Count Otto 

Left Lady Hildegonde's ridotto. 

What melody glides o'er the star-lit stream t 

"Lurley! Lurley !" 
Angels of grac« ! does the young Count dream 1 

"Lurley! Lurley!" 
Or is the scene indeed so fair 
That a nymph of (he sea or a nymph of the six 
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Has left the home of her own delight, 
To sing to our roses or rocks to^igfatl 

"Lurley! Lurley!" 
Worda there are none ; but the tutob prolong 
The notes of that mysterious song: 
He listens, and listens, and all around 
Bipple the echoes of that sweet sound — ■ 

" Lurley ! Lurtey !" 
No form appears on the river side ; 
No boat is borne on the wandering tide ; 
And the tones ring on, with naught to show 
Or whence they conie or whither they go— 

" Lurley ! Lurley !" 
As fades one murmur on the ear, 
There comes another, just as clear ; 
And the present is like to the parted strain 
As link to link of a golden chiun ; 

Lurley ! Lurley !" 
Whether the voice be ead or gay, 
T were very hard for the Count to say ; 
But pale are his cheeks and pained his brow, 
And the boat drifts on he recks not how ; 
His pulse is quick and his heart is wild. 
And he weeps, he weeps, like a little child. 

Oh mighty music ! they who know 

The witchery of thy wondrous bow, 

Forget, when thy strange spells have bound them. 

The visible world that lies around them. 

When Lady Mary sings Rosini, 

Or stares at spectral Paganini, 
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To Ladj Mary does it matter 
Who laugh, who love, yrho frown, who flatter t 
Oh no ; she cannot heed or hear 
Reason or rhyme from prince or peer : 
In vain for her Sir Charles denounces 
The horror of the last new flounces ; 
In vain the Doctor does his duty 
By doubting of her rival's beauty j 
And if my Lord, as usual, raves 
About the sugar or the slaves, 
Predicta the nation's fiiture glories, 
And chants the requiem of the Tories, 
Good man! she minds him just aa much 
As Marshal Gerard minds the Dutch. 
^Hid was the bright heaven's loveliness 

Beneath a sudden cloud, 
As a bride might doff her bridal dress 

To don her funeral shroud ', 
And over flood, and over fell. 

With a wild and wicked shout. 
From the secret cell, where in chains they dwell, 

The joyous winds rushed out; 
And the dark hills through, the thunder flew. 

And down the fierce hail came ; 
And from peak to peak the lightning threw 

Its shails of liquid flame. 
The boat went down ; without delay, 
The luckless boatman swooned away; 
And when, as a clear Spring morning rose 
He woke in wonder from repose. 
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The river was calm as the river could be, 
And the thrush was avake on the gladsome tree. 
And there he lay, in a sunnjr cave, 
On the mai^n of the tranquil wave, 
Hair deaf with that infernal din, 
And wet, poor fellow, to the skin. 
He looked to the left and he looked to the right- 
Why hastened he not, the noble knight. 
To dry his aged nuree's teare, 
To calm the hoary butler's fears, 
To listen to the prudent speeches 
Of half a dozen loquacious leeches — 
To swallow cordials drcumspectly, 
And change his dripping cloak directly 1 
With foot outstretched, with hand uprused. 
In vast surprise he gazed, and gazed : ' 

Within a deep and damp recess 
A maiden lay in her loveliness I 
Lived she 1 — in sooth 't were hard to tell, 
Sleep counterfeited Death so well. 
A shelf of the rock was all her bed ; 
A ceiling of crystal was o'er her head j 
Silken robe, nor satin vest, 
Shrouded her form in its silent rest ; 
Only her long, long golden hair 
About her lay like a thin robe there ; 
Up to her couch the young knight crept: 
How very sound the maiden slept ! 
Fearful and faint the young knight sighed : 
The echoes of the cave replied. 
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He leaned to look upon her &ce ; 

He clasped her hand in wild embrace ; 

Never was form of aufch fine mould — 

But the hands and the face were as whit« and oold 

Aa they of the Parian stone were made, 

To which, in great Minerva's shade, 

^Ihe Athenian sculptor's toilsome knife 

Gave all of loveliness but life. 

On her fair neck there seemed no stain. 

Where the pure blood coursed thro' the delicate vdn ; 

And her breath, if breath indeed it were, 

Flowed in a current so soft and rare, 

It would scarcely have stirred the young moth's wing 

On the path of his noonday wandering ; 

Never on earth a creature trod. 

Half so lovely, or half so odd. 

Count Otto stares till his eyelids ache. 

And wonders when she '1! please to wake ; 

While Fancy whispers strange suggestions, 

And Wonder prompts a score of questions. 

Is she a nymph of another sphere 1 

Whence came she hither 1 — what doth she here I 

Or if the morning of her birth 

Be registered on this our earth, 

Why hath she fled from her father's halls t 

And where hath she left her cloaks and shawls 1 

lliere was no time for Reason's lectures, 

There was no time for Wit's conjectures ; 

He threw his arm, with timid haste, 

Aiound the mtuden's slender waist, 
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And raised her up in a modest vr&j, 
From the cold, bare rock on wliich she I&^, 
He was but a mile from hia castle gate, 
And the lady was scarcely five stone weight ; 
He stopped, in less than half an hour. 
With his beauteous burden, at Belmont Totrer. 

Gay, I ween, was the chamber dressed, 

As the Count gave order for his guest ; 

But scarcely on the couch 'tis said, 

That gentle guest was fairly laid, 

When she opened at once her great blue eyes, 

And, afler a glance of brief surprise, 

Ere she had spoken, and ere she had heard 

Of wisdom or wit a single word. 

She laughed so long, and laughed so loud. 

That Dame Ulrica oflen Towed 

A dirge is a merrier thing by half 

Than such a senseless, soulless laugh. 

Around the tower the elfin crew 

Seemed shouting in mirthful concert too ; 

And echoed roof, and trembled rafter. 

With that unsentimental laughter. 

As soon as that droll tumult passed, 
The maiden's tongue, unchained at last, 
Asserted all its female right. 
And talked and talked with all its might. 
Oh, how her low and liquid voice 
Made the rapt hearer's soul rejoice ! 
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*T was full of those clear tones that start 

From inoocent childhood's happy heart, 

Ere passion and sin disturb the well 

In which their mirth and muaic dwelL 

But man nor master could make out 

Wh&t the eloquent maiden bCked about; 

He thiaga she uttered like did seem 

To the babbling waves of a limpid stream; 

For the words of her speech, if words they might be, ■ 

Were the words of a speech of a for countrie; 

And when she had a^d them o'er and o'er, 

Count Otto understood no more 

Han you or I of the slang that falls 

From dukes and dupes at Tatteraall's, 

Of Hebrew from a bearded Jew, 

Or metaphysics from a Blue. 

Count Otto swore, (Count Otto'a reading 

Might well have taught him better breedmg,) 

That whether the maiden should fume or fret, 

The maiden should not leave him yet ; 

And so he took prodigious pains 

To make her happy in her chains ; ^ 

From Paris came a pair of cooks, 

From Gottingen a load of books ; 

From Venice stores of gorgeous suits, 

From Florence minstrels and their lutes ; 

The youth himself had special pride 

In breaking horses for his bride; 

And his old tutor,- Doctor Hermann, 

Was broTight from Bonn to teach her German. 
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Add there in her beauty and her grace 

The wayward maiden grew ; 
And every day, of her fonn or face 

Some charm aeemed fresh and new; 
Over hsr oold and colorless cheek 

Hie blush of the rose was shed, 
And her quickened pulse be^an to speak 

Of human hope and dread ! 
And soon she grasped the learned lore 

Tlie old gray pedant tau^t, 
And turned iiom the volume to ezplor« 

The hidden mine of thought. 
Alas ! her bliss was not the same 

As it was in other years, 
For with new knowledge sorrow came, 

And with new passion tears. 
Oft, till the Count came up from wine. 

She would sit by the lattice high, 
And watch the windings of the Rhine 

With a very wistful eye; 
And oft on some rude cliff she stood. 

Her light harp in her htmd, 
And still as she looked on the gurgling flood, 

She sang of her native land. 
And when Count Otto pleaded well 

For priest, and ring, and vow, 
She heard the knight that fond tale tell. 

With a pale and pensive brow : 
" Henceforth my spirit may not sleep. 

As ever till now it slept; 
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Henceforth mine eyee have learned to veep, 

As never till now they wept. 
Twelve months, dear Otto, let me grieve 

For my own, my childhood's borne, 
Where the sun at noon, or the frost at eve. 

Did never dare to come; 
And when the Spring its smiles recalls, 

Tbj maiden will resign 
The holy hush of her lather's halls' 

For the stormy joys of thine," 
But where that &ther's ball f — vain, vain! 

She threw her sad eyes down ; 
And if you dared to ask again. 

She answered'With a frown. 

Some people have a kn^lc, we know. 
Of saying things mal-a-propos. 
And making all the world reflect 
On what it hates to recollect: 
They talk to misers of their heir, 
To women of the times that were, 
To ruined gamblers of the box. 
To thin defaulters of the stocks, 
To cowards of their neighbors' duels, 
To Hayne of Lady H.'s jewels, 
To poets of the wrong Eeview, 
And to the French of Waterloo. 
The Count was not of these ; he never 
Was half so clumsy, half so clever ; 
And when he found the girl had rather 
Say nothing more about her father, 
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He changed the ni'bject — told a fable — 
Believed that dinner was on the table — 
Or whispered, with an air of sorrow, 
That it would surely rain to-morrow. 

The Winter storms went darkly by, 
And, from a blue and cloudless sky, 
A^in the son looked cheerltilly 

Upon the rolling Rhine ; 
And Spring brought back to the budding flowers 
Its genial light and freshening showers, 
And music to the shady bowers. 

And verdure to the vine. 

And now it was the First of May ; 
For twenty miles round all is gay ; 
Cottage and castle keep holiday; 

For how should sorrow lower 
On brow of rustic or of knight. 
When heaven itself looks all so bright, 
Where Otto's wedding feast is dight 

In the hall of Belmont Tower 1 
Stately matron and warrior t^ 
Come to the joyous festival ; 
Good Count Otto welcomes all. 

As through the gate they throng ; 
He fills to the brim the wassail cup ; 
In the bright wine Pleasure sparkles up. 

And draughts and talcs grow long ; 
But grizly knights are still and mut«, 
And dames set down the untasted trmt. 
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Wlien the bride takes i^ her golden lute, 
And sings her solemn song : 

" A voice ye hear not, in mine ear ia crying ; 

What does the sad voice say t 
'Dost thou not heed thy 'weary father's raghingt 
Betum, return to4ay ! 
Twelve moons have &ded now : - . 
My daughter, vhere art tbouV 

*' Peace ! in the silent evening we will meet thee. 
Gray ruler of the ti'de ! 
Must not the lover with the loved one greet tlieel 
The bridegroom with his bride t 
Deck the dim cou<^ aright. 
The bridal couch to-night." 

The nurses to the diildren say 

That, as the maiden sang that day, 

The Rhine to the heights of the beetling tower 

Sent up a cry of fiercer power, 

And again the maiden's cheek was grown 

As white as ever was marble stone. 

And the bridesmaid her hand could hardly hold, 

Its lingers were so icy cold. 

Bose Count Otto from the feast, 

As entered the hall the hoary priest. 

A stalwart warrior, we]] 1 ween. 

That hoary priest in his youth had been ; 

But the might of his manhood he had given 

To peace and prayer, the CJturoh and Heaven. 
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For be had travelled o'er Und and wave ; 

He had kneeled on many a martyr's grave ; 

He had prayed in the meek St. Jerome's oall, 

And had tasted St. Anthony's blessed welL 

And reliques round his neck had he, 

Each worth a hanghty kingdom's fee^ 

Scrapings of bones, and points of spears, 

And vials of authentic tears — 

From a prophet's coffin a hallowed nail, 

And a precious shred of our Lady's veU ; 

And therefore at his awful tread, 

The powers of darkness shrank with dread ; 

And Satan felt that no disgnise 

Could hide him from those diastened eyes. 

He looked on the bridegroom, he looked on the bride, 

The young Count smiled, but the old priest sigbed. 

" Fields widi the father I have w(»i ; 
I am come in my cowl to bless the son ; 
Count Otto, ere thou bend thy knee, 
What shall the hire of my servioe bel" 

" Greedy hawk must gorge his prey, 
Pious priest must Vin iia pay ; 
Name the guerdon, and so to the task : 
llune it is, ere thy lips ttto ask." 

He frowned as he answered — " Gold or gem. 
Count Otto, little I reck of them ; 
But your bride has skill of the lute, they say : 
Let her sing me the song I shali name to-day." 
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Loud laughed the Count : " And if she refuse 
The ditty. Sir Priest, thy vhim shall t^oosp, 
Row bftck to the house of old St. Gear ; 
I never bid priest to a bridal more." 

Beside the maiden he took his stand, 
He gaye the lute to her trembling hand ; 
She gazed around with a troubled eye ; 
The guests all shuddered, and knew not why j 
It seemed to them as if a gloom 
Had shrouded all the banquet room, 
Though over its boards, and over its beams, 
Sunlight was glowiug in merry streams. 

The stem priest throws an angry glance 
On that pale creature's, countenance ; 
Unconsciously her vhite hand flinga 
Its Bofl toudi o'er the answering strings ; 
The good man starts with a sudden thrill, , 
And half relents from his purposed will j 
But he signs the cross on his aching brow 
And arms his soul for its var&re now. 
" Mortal maid or goblin fairy, 
Sing me, I pray thee, an Ave-Mary I" 

Suddenly the maiden bent 
O'er the gorgeous instrument; 
But of song, the listeners heard 
Only one wild, mournful word— 
" Lurley ! Lurley 1" 
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And when the sound, in the liquid air, 

Of that brief hjnm, had &ded, 
Nothing vas left of the nymph who there 

For a year had masqueraded; 
But the harp in the midst of the wide hall set, 

Where her laat strange word was spoken I 
The golden frame with tears was wet, 

And all the strings were broken ! 
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The abbot arose, and closed his book, 

And donned his sandal shoon, 
And wandered forth, alone, to look 

Upon the summer moon ; 
A starlight skj was o'er his head, 

A quiet breeze around ; 
And the flowers a thrilling fragrance shed, 

Ajid the waves a soothing sound ; 
It was not an hour, nor a scene, for aught 

But love and calm delight ; 
Yet the holy^ man had a clond of thought 

On his wrinkled brow that night. 
He gazed on the river that gurgled hj, 

But he thought not of the reeds : 
He clasped bis gilded roaarj , 

But he did not tell the beads ; 
If he looked to the heaven, 'twa^ not to invoke 

The Spirit that dwelleth there ; 
If he opened his lips, the words they spoke 

Had never the tone of prayer. 
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A pious prieBt might the abbot seem, 
He had swayed the croeier well; 

But what was the theme of the abbot's dream, 
He abbot were loth to tell. 

Companionless, for a mile or more, 

He traced the windings of the shore. 

Oh, beauteous is that river still, 

As it winds hj many a sloping hill, 

And many a dim o'erarching grove, 

And many s flat and sunny cove, 

And terraced lawns, whose bright arcades 

The honeysuckle sweetly shades, 

And rocks, whose very crags seemed bowers, 

So gay they are with grass and flowers ! 

But the abbot was riiinlting of scenery, 

About as much in sooth, 
Aa a lover thinks of constancy, 

Or an advocate of truth. 
He did not mark how the skies m wrath 

Grew dark above his head ; 
He did not mark how the mossy path 

Grew damp beneath his tread ; 
And nearer he came, and still more near, 

To a pool, in whose recess 
The water had slept for many a year, 

Unchanged and motionless; 
!From the river stream it spread away 

Hie space of a half a rood ; 
The Burfaoe had the hue of- day 

And the scent of humw blood ; 
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Hie trees and the herbs that round it grew 

Were venomous and foul ; 
And the birds that through the bushes flew 

Were the vulture and the owl; 
The water was as dark and rank 

As ever a Company pumped ; 
And the perch, that was netted and laid on the bank, 

Grew rotten while it jumped : 
And bold was he who thither came 

At midnight, man or boy ; 
For the place waa cursed widi an evU name. 

And that name was " The Devil's Decoy !" 
The abbot was weary as abbot could be, 
And he sat down to rest on the stump of a tree . 
When suddenly rose a dismal tone — 
Was it a song, or was it a moan T 
"Oh, oh! Oh, oh! 
Above, below ! 
Lightly and brightly they glide and go ; 
The hungry and keen on the top are leaping. 
The lazy and fat in the depths are sleeping ; 
Fishing is fiae when the pool is muddy, 
Broiling is rich when the coals are ruddy !" 
In a monstrous Iright, by the murky light, 
He looked to the left and he looked to the right, 
And what was the vision close bdbre him, 
That flung such a sudden stupor o'er Mm 1 
Twas a sight to make the haii uprise. 

And the life-blood colder run: 
The startled priest struck both his thighs, 
And the abbey dock struck one 1 
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All alone, by the side of the pool, 

A tall man a&t on a tlireeJegged stool, 

Kicking his heels on the dewy aod, 

And putting in order his reel and rod ; 

Bed were the rags his shouldera wore, 

And a high red cap on his head he bore ; 

His arms aiid his legs were long and bare ; 

And two or three locks of long red hair 

Were tossing about his scra^y neck, 

IJke a tattered fl^ o'er a splitting wreck. 

It might be Hme, or itmight be trouble, 

Had bent that stout back nearly double — 

Sunk in their deep and hollow sockets 

Hiat blazing couple of Congreve rockets. 

And shrunk and shrivelled that tawny skin, 

TUl it hardly covered the bones within. 

The line the abbot saw him throw 

Had been &shioned and formed long ages ago, 

And the hands that worked his foreign vest 

Long ages ago had gone to their rest ; 

You would have sworn, as you looked on them, 

He had fished in the flood with Ham and Shem ! 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of looks, 

As he took forth a bait from his iron box. 

Minnow or gentle, worm or fly — 

It seemed not sudi to the abbot's eye ; 

Gaily it glittered with jewel and gem. 

And its shape was the shape of a diadem. 

It was &stened a gleaming hook about, 

By a chfun within and a chun without ; 
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The Gshermou gave it a kick and a spin. 
And tlie vater fi^»d as it tumbled in 1 

From the 'bowels of the earth, 
Strange and varied sounds had birth — 
Now the 'battle's bursting peal, 
Neigh of steed, and dang of steel ; 
Now aa old man's hollow groan 
' Echoed from the dungeon atone ; 
Now the weak and wailing cry 
Of a stripling's agony I 

Cold hy this was the midnight air ; 

But the abbot's blood ran colder, 
'When he saw a gasping knight lie there, 
'With a gash beneath his clotted hair, 

And a hump upon his shoulder. 
And the loyal churchman strove in vain 

To mutter a Pater Noster ; 
For he who writhed in mortal pain 
'Was camped that night on Bosworth plain — 

The cruel Duke of Glo'ster 1 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of looki, 

As he took forth a bait from bis iron box. 

It was a haunch of princely size. 

Filling with fragrance earth and skies. 

The corpulent abbot knew full veil 

The swelling form, and the steaming undl ; 

Never a monk Uiat wore a hood 

Could better have guessed the very wood 
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Where tlie noble hut had stood at bay. 
Weary and wounded, &t oloee of Aaj, 

Sounded then the noisj' glee 
Of a revejling oompanj" — 
Sprightly story, wicked jest, 
Rated servant, greeted guest. 
Flow of wine, and flight of oork : 
Stroke of knife, and tiiruat of fork : 
But, where'er the board was spread, 
Grace, I ween, was never said 1 

Pulling and tuning the fisherman sat ; 

And the priest was ready to vomit, 
When he hauled out a gentleman, fine and &t, 
With a belly as big as a brimming vat, 

And a nose as red as a comet. 
" A capital stew," the fisherman said, 

*'With cinnamon and sherry 1" 
And the abbot turned away his head, 
For his brother was lying before him dead, 

l^e mayor of SL Edmoud's Bury ! 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of locka, 

As he took forth a bait from his iron box ; 

It was a bundle of beautitiil things— 

A peacock's tail, and a butterfly's wings, 

A scarlet slipper, an auburn curl, 

A mantle of silk, and a bracelet of pearl. 

And a packet of lettera, from whose sweet fold 

Such a stream of delicate odors rolled. 



»i by Google 



M TSB BID VIBBSBHXV. 

Tliat the abbot fell on his &oe, nod ^nted, 
And deemed his spirit was halfway sainted. 

Sounds seemed dropping from the skies, 
Stifled whispers, smothered sighs, 
And the breath of Teraal gsles, 
And the voice of nightingales : 
But the nightiDi^ea were mute, 
EnTiODs, when an imseen late 
Shaped the mui^ of its ohbids 
Into passion's thrilling words : 

" Smile, lady, smile ! — I will not set 
Upon mj brow the coronet, 
Till thou wilt gather roses white 
To wear around its gems of light. 
Smile, lady, smile ! — I will not sea 
Rivers and Hastings bend the knee, 
Till those bewitchidg Hpa of thine 
Will bid me rise in bliss from mine. 
Smile, lady, smile! — for who would win 
A loveless throne through guilt and sin? 
Or who would reign o'er vale and hill, 
If woman's heart were rebel stiU^" I 

One jerk, and there a lady lay, 

A lady wondrous fair ; 
But the rose of her lip had faded away, 
And her cheek was as white and as cold as <^y, 

And torn was her raven hair, 
" Ah, ah !" said the fisher, in merry guise. 
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" Her gallant waa hooked before;" 
And the abbot heaved some piteous sighs. 
For oft be had ble^ed those deep blue eyes, 
The ejes of Mistress Shore ! 

There waa turning of keys, and creaking of locks, 

As be took forth a bait from his iron box. 

Many the cunning sportaman tfied, 

Many he fiung with a &own aside; 

A minstrel's harp, and a miser's chest, 

A hermit's cowl, and a baron's crest. 

Jewels of lustre, robes of price, 

Tomes of heresy, loaded dice. 

And golden cups of the brightest viae 

That ever was pressed from the Burgundy vine; 

There was a perfume of sulphur and nitre. 

As be came at last to a bisbop's mitre I 

From top to toe the abbot shook, 

As the fishermaa armed bis golden book ; 

And awfully were his features wrought 

By some dark dream or wakened thought. 

Look bow the fearful felon gazes 

On the scaffold his country's Tengeance rusea, 

When the lipa are cracked and the jaws are dry 

With the tbirst which only in death shall die : 

Mark the mariner's frenzied frown 

As the Bwaling wherry settles down. 

When peril has numbed tbs sense and will, 

Though the hand and the foot may struggle still :' 

Wilder &r was the abbot's glance, 

Beeper &r was the abbot's trance : 
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Kzed aa a monnment, stdll as air. 
He bent no knee, and he breatlied no prayer ; 
But be ngned — tie knew not why or hotr — 
Tht ngn of the Cross on hia clammy brow. 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of locks, 
As he stalked away with his iroa box. 
" Oh, ho ! 0^^ ho ! 
The cock doth crow ; 
It is dme for the fisher to rise and go. 
Fair look to the abbot, f^ luck to the shrine t 
He hath gnawed in twain my choicest line ; 
Let him swim to the north, let him swim to the south, 
The abbot will carry my hook in his mouth !" 

The abbot had preached for many years, 

With oa dear articulation 
As ever was heard in the House of Peers 

Against JSnumoipation ; 
His words had made battalions quake. 

Had roused the zeal of martyrs; 
He kept the court an hour awake, 

And the <king himself three quarters: 
But ever, from that hour, 'tis siud, 

He stammered and he stuttered, 
As if an axe went through his head 

With every word he uttered. 
He stuttered o'er blessing, he stuttered o'er ban, 

He stuttered, drunk or dry ; 
And none but he and the fisherman 

Could tell the reason why 1 
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" Dbxp is the blias of the be!t«d knight, 

When be kisses at dawn the silken glove, 
And rides, in bis glittering armor dight. 
To shiver a lance for his Lady-love t 

" Ughtl j he couches the heaming spear ; 
His mistress sits with her maidens by, 
Watehiog the speed of his swift career, 

"With a whispered prayer and a murmured sigh. 

" Far from me is the gazing throng, 

The blazoned shield, and the nodding plume; 
Nothing is mine but a worthless song, 
A joyless life, and a nameless tomb." 

"Nay, dearest Wilfrid, lay like this 
On such an eve is much amiss : 
Our mirth beneath the new Uay moon 
Should be echoed by a livelier tune. 
What need to thee of mail and crest, 
Of foot in stirrup, spear in resti 
Over far mountains and deep seas, 
£arth hath no &irer fields than these ; 
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And who, in Beauty's gaudicit bowers, 
Can love thee with more love than ours^" 



The minstrel turned with a moody look 

Prom that sweet scene of guiltless glee; 
From the old who talked beside the brook, 

And the young who danced beneath the tree; 
Coldly he Ehraok from the gentle m^d, 

From the chiding look and the pleading tone; 
And he passed from the old elm's hoary shade, 

And followed the forest path alone. 
One tittle si^, one pettish glance, 

And the girl comes back to her playmat«s now, 
And takes her place in the merry dance, 

With a slower step and a sadder brow. 

"My sou] is sick," saith the wayward boy, 

" Of the peasant's grie^ and the peasant's joy ; 

I cannot breathe on from day to day. 

Like the insects which our wise men say 

In the crevice of the' cold rock dwell, 

Till their shape is the shape of their dungeon's cell ; 

In the dull repose of our changeless life, 

I long for passion, I long for strife. 

As in the calm the mariner sighs 

For rushing waves and groaning skies. 

Oh foT the lists, Hie lists of fame I 

Oh for the herald's glad acclum ; 

For floating pennon and pranrang steed, 

And Beauty's wonder at Manhood's deed t" 
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Beneath an andent oak he \&j ; 

More years than man can count, thdf say, 

On the ve^e of the dim and solemQ wood. 

Through sunshine and storm, that oak had qtood. 

Many a loving, laughing sprite, 

Tended the branches by day and by nigtt ; 

And the leaves of its age were as fresh and as greea 

As the leaves of its early youth had been. 

Pure of thought should the mortal be 

Who sleeps beneath the Haunted Tree ; 

That night the minstrel laid him down 

Ere his brow relaxed its sullen frown ; 

And Slumber had bound its eyelids fast, 

£re the evil wish from Ma soul had passed. 

And a song on the Bleeper's ear descended, 

A Bong it was pain to hear, and pleasure, 
So strangely wrath and love were blended 

In every tone of the mystic measure. 

" I know thee, child of earth ; 

The morning of thy birth 
In through the lattice did my chariot glide ; 

I saw thy father weep 

Over thy first wild sleep, 
I rooked thy cradle wh^n thy mother died, 

" And I have seen thee gaze 

Upon these birks and braes. 
Which are my kingdoms, with irreverent soom ; 

And heard thee pour reproof 

Upon the vine-olad roo^ 
Beneath whose peaceful shelter thou wort bora. 
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" I bind thee in the sutre 

Of thine unholy prayer ; 
I seal thy forehead with a viewless seal : 

I give into thine hand 

The buckler and the brand, 
And ola^ the golden spur upon thy heel. 
" When thou hast made thee wise 

In the ead lore of sighs, 
When the world's visions &il thee and forsake, 

Hetum, return to me, 

And to my haunted tree ; 
The charm bath bound thee now ; Sir Knight, awake !" 

Sir Isumbras, in doubt and dread, 

From his feverish sleep awoke, 
And started up from bis grassy bed 

Under the ancient oak. 
And he called the page who held hia f^iear, 

And, " TeU me, boy," quoth he, 
" How long have I been slumbering here, 

Beneath the greenwood tree 1" — 
" Ere thou didst sleep, I chanced to throw 

A stone into the rill ; 
And the ripple that disturbed its flow 

Is on its surface still ; 
Ere thou didst sleep, thou bad'st me mng 

King Arthur's favorite lay ; 
And the first echo of the string 

Has hardly died away." 

" How strange is sleep 1" the young knight said. 
As he dasped the helm upon his head. 
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And, monntiiig agun his oouraer black, 

To Ms gloomy tower rods slowlj back : 
" How strange is sleep t when his dark spell llu 
On the drowsy lida of hnman eyes, 
The years of a life will float along 
In the compass of a page's song, 
MeduMight I lived in a pleasant Tale, 
The haunt of the lark and the nightingale, 
Where the summer rose had a brighter hue, ' 
And the noon-day sky a clearer blue, 
And the spirit of mui in age and youtb 
A fonder love, and a firmer truth. 
And I lived on, a fair-haired boy. 
In that sweet vale of tranquil joy ; 

Until at last my vain caprice 

Grew weary of its bliss and peace. 
And ODe there was, most dear and fair. 
Of all that smiled around me there — 
A gentle maid, with a cloudless face. 
And a form so full of fairy grace ; 
Who, when I turned with scornful spleen 
From tbe feast in the bower, or the dance on Uie green. 
Would humor all my wayward will 
And love mc and forgive me still. 
Even now, methinks, her smile of light 
Is tliere before me, mild and bright ; 
And 1 hear her voice of fond reproof, 
Between the beats of my palfrey's hoof. 
T is idle all : but I could weep ; — 
Alas !" said the knight, " how strange is sleep !" 
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He Struck vith hia spear the brazen plate 

That hung befttra the coatle gate ; 

The torch threw high its travea of flune 

As forth the watchful meniala came; 

They lighted the wa; to the banquet haU, 

They hung the shield upon the vail, 

They spread the board, and they filled the howl, 

And the phantoms passed fiom his troubled souL 

Sir Isumbras was ever found 

Where bloVs were struck for glory ; 
There sate not at the Table Round 

A knight more famed in story : 
The king on his throne would turn about 

To see hia courser prancing ; 
And, when Sir Launcelot was out, 

The queen would praise his dancing; 
He quite wore out his father's spurs, 

Performing valor's duUea — 
Destroying mighty sorcerers. 

Avenging injured beauties. 
And crossing many a trackless sand, 

And rescuing people's daughters 
From dragons that infest the land, 

And whales that walk the waters. 
He throttled lions by the score, 

And giants by the dozen ; 
And, for hia skill in lettered lore, 

They called him " Merlin's Cousin." 
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A score ef steeds, vith bit And rein, 

Stood ready in his stable ; . 
An ox vas every morning slun, 

And roasted for hia table. 
And he had friends, all brave and toll, 

And crowned with pnuse and laurel, 
Who kindly feasted in his hall, 

And tilted in hia quarrel ; 
And minatrela came and sang his &me 

In very rugged verses ; 
And they were paid with wine and game, 

And rings, and cups, and purses. 

And he loved a Lady of high degree, 

Futh's fortress. Beauty's flower ; 
A coilntess for her maid had she, 

And a kingdom for her dower ; 
And a brow whose frowns were vastly grand. 

And an eye of sunlit brightness, 
And a swan-lilte neck, and an arm and band 

Of most bewitching whiteness ; 
And a voice of music, whose sweet tones 

Could most divinely prattle 
Of battered casques, and broken bones, 

And all the'bliss of battle. 
He wore her scarf in many a fray, 

He trained her hawks and ponies, 
And filled her kitchen every day 

With leverets and oonies; 
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He lored, and he vas loved agtun :^ 
I won't waste time in proving, 

There is no pleasure like the pain 
Of being loved, and loving. 

Dame Fortune is a fickle gipsy, 
And always blind, and often tipsy ; 
Sometimes, for years and years together, 
She'll bless you with the sunniest weather. 
Bestowing honor, pudding, pence, 
YoD can't imagine why or whence ; — 
Then in a moment — Presto, Pass ! — 
Your joys are withered like the grass ; 
You find your constitution vanish. 
Almost as quickly as the Spanish ; 
The murrain spoils your flocks and fleeces ; 
The dry-rot puHs your house to pieces ; 
Your garden raises only weeds ; 
Your agent steals your title-deeds ; 
Your banker's failure stuns the dty ; 
Your father's will makes Sugden witty ; 
Your daughter, in her beauty's bloom, 
Goes off to Gretna with the groom ; 
And you, good man, are letl alone, 
To battle with the gout and stone. 

Ere long. Sir Isumbras began 

To be a sad and thoughtful man : 
They said the glance of an evil eye 
Had been on the knight's prosperity : 
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Less swift on the qiuTTy lus &Iqod went, 

Less tjnie was his hound on the wild deer's soent, 

And thrice in the list he came to the eatth, 

By the luckless chance of a broken girth. 

And Porerty soon in her rags was seen 

At the board where Plenty erat had been ; 

And the guests smiled not as they smUed before, 

And the song of the minstrel was heard no more ; 

And a base ingrate, who was his foe, 

Because, a little month ago. 

He had cut him down, with friendly ardor. 

From a rusty hook in an Ogre's larder, 

Invented an atrocious &ble. 

And libelled Ms fame at the Boyal Table ; 

And she at last, the worshipped one, 

For whom bis valorous deeds were done, 

Who had heard his tows, and worn his jewels. 

And made him fight so many duels — 

She, too, when Fate's relentless wheel 

Deprived him of the Privy Seal, 

Bestowed her smiles upon another, 

And gave his letters to her mother. 

Fortune and Fame— he had seen them depart, 

With a silent pride of a valiant heart i 

Traitorous friends — be had passed them by. 

With a haughty brow and a stifled sigh. 

Boundless and black might roll the sea. 

O'er which the course of his bark must be; 

But he saw, thro' the storms that frowned above, 

One guiding star, and its light was Love. 
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Not all was dark ; the doom vaa spoken 1 
His wealth a^ spent, and his heart half-brokeii ; 
Poor youth ! he had no earthly hope, 
Except in laudanum, or a rope. 

He ordered out his horse, and tried. 
As the Leech advised, a gentle ride. 

A pleasant path he took. 
Where the turf^ all bright with the April shoven, 
Was spangled with a hundred flowers, 

Beside a murmuring brook. 
Never before had he roved that way ; 
And now, on a sunny first of May, 
He chose tbe turning, you may guess, 
Not for tbe laughing loveliness 
Of tur^ or flower, or stream ; but only 
Because it looked extremely lonely. 

He had wandered, musing, scarce a mile, 

In his melancholy mood, 
When, peeping o'er a rustic stile. 
He saw a little village smile, 

Embowered in thick wood. 
There were small cottages, arrayed 
In the delicate jasmine's fragrant shade ; 
And gardens, whence the rose's bloom 
Loaded the gale with rich perfume ; 
And there were happy hearts ; for aU 
In that bright nook kept festival, 
And welcomed in the merry May, 
With banquet and with roundelay. 
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Sir Isumbraa sate gazing there, 
Witli folded arms, and moumiul air; 
He fancied — 'twaa ta idle Thim — 
ThiO. the \illage looked like b home to him. 

And nov a gentle maiden came, 
Leaving her sisters and tbeir game, 

And'Vandered up the rale ; 
Sir Isumbraa had never seen 
A thisg so fair — escept the Queen ; — 
But out on Passion's doubts and fears ! 
Her beautiful eyes were full of tears. 

And her cheeks were wan and pale. 
None courted her stay of the joyous throng, 

As she passed from ttie group alone ; ' 
And he listened, which was very wrong, 
And heard her singing a lively song, 

In a very dismal tone : 

"Deep is the bliss of the belted knight, 

When he kisses at dawn the silken glove, 
And goes, in his glittering armor dight. 
To shiver a lanc« for hia Lady-love !" 

That thrilling voice, so soft and dear- 
Was it familiar to his ear ? 
And those delicious drooping eyea, 
As blue. and as pure as the summer Bkie»— 
Had he, indeed, in other days, 
Been blessed in the light of their holy raysl 
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He knev not ; but his knee he bent 

Before her in most knighdj &ahioii, 
And grerw superbly eloquent 

About her beauty, and bis passkm. 
He said that she vaa very ^r, 

And that she warbled like a linnet ; 
And that he loved her, though he ne'er 

Had looked upon her till that nainute. 
He grieved to mention that a Jew 

Had seized for debt his grand pavilion ; 
And he had little now, 'twas trae. 

To offer, but a heart and pUlion : 
But what was wealth 1 In manj' a fight — 

' Ibough he, who shouldn't sa; it, said i^— 
He still had borne him like a knight, 

And had his share of blows and credit ; 
And if she would but condescend 

To meet him at the Priest's to-morrow, 
And be henceforth his guide, his friend, 

In every toil, in every sorrow. 
They'd sail instaater from the Downs ; 

His hands just now were quite at leisure ; 
And, if she fancied foreign crowns. 

He'd win them with the greatest pleasure. 

" A year is gone " — the damsel sighed, 

But blashed not, as she so replied — 
" Since one I loved — alas ! how well 

He knew not, knows not — left our dell. 

Time brings to his deserted cot 

No tidings of his after lot; 
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But his 'wail or wo is etill the theme 

Of my duly thought and my nightly dream. 

Poor Alice is not proud or coy ; 

But her heart is vith her miuBtrel boy." 

Awsy from his wms the damsel bounded, 

And left him more and more confounded. 

He mused of the present, be mused of the pasl^ 

And he felt that a spell was o'er him out ; 

He shed hot tean, he knew not why, 

And talked to himself and made reply, 

Tai a calm o'er his troubled senses crept, 

And, as the daylight waned, he slept. 

Poor gentleman ! — I need not say, 

Beneath an ancient oak he lay. 

" He IS welcome,"— o'er his bed, 

Thus the beauteous Fairy s^d : 
" He has conned the lesson now. 

He has read the book of pain : 
There are furrows on his brow, 

I must make it smooth again. 

" Lo, I knock the spurs away ; 
Lo, I loosen belt and brand ; 
Hark ! I hear the courser neigh 
For hia stall in Jairy-Iand. 

" Bring tie cap, and bring the vest, 

Buckle on his sandal shoon ; 

Fetdi his memory from the chest 

In the treasury of the Moon. 
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" I hare taught him to be wise, 
For ft little maiden's sales; — ■ 
Look, he opens his bright eyes, 
Softly, slowly : — minstrel, wake !" 

The sun has nsen, and Wilfrid Is come 

To hia eariy friends and his cottage home. 

His hazel eyes and hia locks of gold 

Are just as they were in the time of old : 

But a blessing has been ofi the soul within, 

For that is won from hia secret sin ; 

More loTing now, and worthier lore 

Of men below and of saints above. 

He reins a steed with a lordly air. 

Which makes hb country cousins stare : 

And he speaks in a strange and courtly phrase, 

Though his voice is the voice of other days: 

But whei% he has learned to talk and ride. 

He will tell to none but his bonny bride. 
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La Tranbidoiic 
Aoknt d'uaaor. 
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Ill sooth it was & glorious day 

For vassal and for lord, 
When Cceur de Lion had the sway 

In battle and at board. 
He was indeed a royal one, 

A Prince of Paladins ; 
Hero of triumph and of tun, 
Of noisy fray and noisy fun. 

Broad shoulders and broad grins. 
You might have looked from east to west, 

And ^en from north to south, 
And never found an ampler breast, 

Never an ampler mouth, 
A sofler tone for lady's ear, 

A daintier lip for syrup. 
Or a ruder grasp for axe and spesr. 

Or a firmer foot in stirrup. 
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A ponderous thing was Richard'e con, 

And so was Richard's boot, 
And Saracens and liquor ran, 

Where'er he set his foot. 
So fiddling here, and fighting there, 

And murdering time and tune, 
With sturdy limb, and listless air, 
And gauntleted hand, and jeweled hair, 

Half monarch, half buffoon. 
He turned away from feast to fray. 

From quarreling to quaffing, 
So great in prowess and in pranks, 
So fierce and funny in the ranks, 
That Saladin and Soldan said. 
Whene'er that mad-cap Richard led. 
Alia ! he held his breath for dread, 

And buret his sides for laughing ! . 
At court, the humor of a king 
Is always voted " quite the thing ;" 
Morals and cloaks are loose or laced 
According to the Sovereign's taste, 
And belles and banquets both are drest 
Just as his'majesty thinks best. 
Of course in that delightful age. 

When Richard rUlod the roast, 
Cracking of craniums was the rage, 

And beauty was the toast, 
■Ay ! all was laugh, and life, and love ; 

And lips and shrines were kiss'd ; 
And vows were ventured in the grove, 

And lances in the Ibt ; 
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And boys roamed out in sunny weather 
To weave a wreath and rhyme together : 
While dames, in silence, and in satin, 
Lay listening to the soft Frencb-LatiD, 
And flung their sashes and their sigha 
From odor-breathing balconies. * 

From those bright days of love and glory, 
I take the hero of my story. 
. A wandering Troubadour was he ; 
He bore a name of high degree, 
And learned betimes to slay and aue, 
As knights of high degree should do. 
While vigor nerved his buoyant arm, 
And youth was his to cheat and charm. 
Being immensely fond of dandng, 
And somewhat given to romancing. 
He roamed about through towers and towns. 
Apostrophizing smiles and frowns. 
Singing sweet staves to beads and bonnets. 
And dying, day by day, in soimets. 
Flippant and &ir, and fool enougli, 
And careless where he met rebuff, 
Poco-curante in all cases 
Of Auious foes, or pretty faces, . 
With laughing lip, and jocund eye, 
And studied tear, and practised sigh. 
And ready sword, and ready verse. 
And store of ducats in his purse. 
He unned few OTimes, loved many times, 
And wrote a hundred thousand rhymes ! 
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« twice eight had passed ftwsf, 
Since in hia nurse's arms he lay, 

A rosy roaring child, 
While all around was noisy mirth, 
And logs blazed up upon the hearth, 

And bonfires on the wild ; 
And vassals drank the brown bowl dry, 
And couMns knew "the mother's eye," 
And wrinkled crones spoke prophecy. 

And his brave father smiled. 
Summers twice eight had passed away ; 
His sire's thin locks grew very gray; . 
He lost Ms song, and then his shout, 
And seldom saw his bottle out 
Then all the menials straight began 
- To sorrow for " the poor old man," 

Took thought about his shirts and shoe-ties, 
And pestered him with loves and duties: 
Young Roger laced a crimson row 
Of cushions on his saddle-bow ; 
Red Wyke at Christmas mingled up 
More sugar in the wassail-cup ; 
Fair Margaret Md finer sheets ; 
Fat Catharine served richer sweets ; 
And all, from scullion up to squire, 
Who stirred his cup or kitchen fire, 
Seemed by their doings to determine 
The knight should ne'er be food for vermin. 
All would not do ; the knight grew thinner. 
And loved his bed, and loathed his dinner; 



»i by Google 



THX IK0lrBi.DODK. 

And irhea he muttered — "Becket — ^beut, 
Biing me the posset — and » priest," 
Becket looked grave, and said "good lack I" 
And went to ask the price of blapk. 

Masses and mediciDes both were bought, 
Masses and medicines both were naught ; 

Sir Hubert's race was run ; 
As best beseemed a warrior tall, 
He died within his ancient hall : 
And he was'blest bj Father Paul, 

And buried by hia son. 
Twere long to tell the motley gear. 
That waited on Sir Hubert's bier ; 

For twenty good miles round, 
Muden and matron, knave and knight, 
All rode or ran to see the sight ; 

Yeomen with horse and hound. 
Gossips in grief and grogram clad, 
Young warriors galloping like mad, 
Priors and peddlers, pigs and pyxes, 
Cooks, choristers, and crucifixes, 
Wild urchins cutting jokes and capers, 
And taper shapes, and shapely tapers. 
The mighty barons of the land 
Brought pain in heart, and four-in-hand ; 
And village mwds, with looks of wo, 
l^imed out their mourning, and their toe. 
The bell was rung, the hymn was sung, 
On the oak diest the dust was flung ; 
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And then, benettth the chapel-stones, 
With a gilt 'scutoheon o'ef hia bones, 
Escaped from feather-beds and fidget, 
Sir Hubert slept with Lady Bridget 

He mob departed : cold and cloud 
Shed on the vault their icy shroud, 

And night came dark and dreary ; 
But there young Vidal lingered still, 
And kept his fast and wept his fill. 
Though the wind in the chapel was very chill. 

And Vidal very weary. 
Low moaned the beJl; the torch-light tell 

In fitful and faint flashes; 
And he lay on the stones, where his Other's bones 

Were mouldering now to ashes ; 
And vowed to be, on earth and sea, 

Whatever stars shone o'er him, 
A trusty knight, in love and fight, 

As his father had been before him. 
Then in the silence of the night 
Passionate grief was hia delight ; 
He thought of all the brave and fiur 
Who slept their shadowy slumber there; 
And that sweet dotage held him long, 
£re sorrow found her voice in song. 

It was an ancient thing ; a song 

His heart had sung in other years, 
When boyhood had its idle throng 

Of guiltless smiles, and guUeless tears ; 
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But never had its musio seemed 

So sweet to him, as when to-night 
All lom and lone, he kneeled and dreamed, 

Before the taper's holj light, 
Of many and mysterious things, 
TTiH cradle's early yisilangs, 
lie mdanoholy tones, that blest 
The pillow of his sinless rest, 
The melody, whose magic numbers 
Broke in by snatches on his slumbers. 
When earth appeared so brightly dim, 
And all was bliaa, and all for him. 
And every sight and every sound 
Had heaven's own day-tight flowg round, 

"My mother's grave, my mother's grave I 
Oh ! dreamless in her slumber there. 

And drowsily the banners wave 

O'er her that was so chaste and fair ; 

Yea ! love is dead, and memory fiidedl 

But when the dew is on the brake. 

And silence sleeps on earth and sea. 
And mourners weep, and ghosts awake. 
Oh ! then she eometh back to me, 
Ja her cold beauty darkly shaded ! 

" I cannot guess her face or ibrm ; 
But what to me is form or face t 
I do not ask the weary worm 
To give me back each buried grace 
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Of glistening e^res, or tnuling tressea t 
I only feel that she is here, 

And that we meet, and that we part ; 
And that I drink within mine ear, 
And that I clasp around my heart, 
Her sweet still voice, and soft caresses ! 

"Not in the waking thought by day, 
Not in the sightless dream by night, 
Do the mild tones and glances play, 
Of her who was my cradle's light ! 
But in some twilight of calm weather. 
She glides, by fancy dimly wrought, 

A glittenng cloud, a darkling beam. 
With all the quiet of a thought, 
And all the passion of a dream. 
Linked in a golden spell together !" 

Oh I Vidal's very soul did weep 

Whene'er that mnsic, like a charm. 
Brought back from their unlistening sleep 

The kissing lip and clasping arm. 
But quiet tears are worth, to some. 
The richest smiles in Christendom ; 
And Vidal, though in folly's ring 
He seemed so weak and wild a thing. 
Had yet an hour, when none were by, 
For reason's thought, and passion's sigh. 
And knew and felt, in heart and brain, 
The Paradise of buried pain ! 
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And Vidal rose at break of day, 

And found his heart unbroken ; 
And told his beads, and vent &way. 

On A steed he had bespoken ; 
His bonnet he drew his eyelids o'er, 

For tears were like to blind him ; 
And he spurred Sir Guy o'er mount and moor, 
With a long dull journey all before. 

And a short gay squire behind him. 
And the neighborhood much marvel had ; 

And all who saw did aay, 
Hie weather and the roads were bad. 
And either Vidal had run mad, 

Or Guy had run away ! 
Oh ! when a (^eek b to be dried. 

All pharmacy is folly ; 
And Vidal knew, for he had tried, 
Hiere's nothing like a rattling ride 

For curing melandioly ! 
Three days he rode all mad and mute ; 

And when the sun did pass, 
Three nights he supp'd upon dry fruit, 

And slept upon wet grass. 
Beneath an oak, whose hundred years 
Had formed fit shade for talk m teats, 
On the fourth day he lay at noon, 
' And put his gilt guitar in tmie ; 

When suddenly swept by. 
In gold and silver all arrayed, 
A most resplendent cavalcade; 
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Baron and Beauty, Knave and Knight, 
And lips of love, and eyes of li^t, 

All blended dazzlingly. 
Ah ! all the world dmt day came out. 
With horse and horn, and song and shout ; 
And belles and bouquets gaylf bloomed. 
And all were proud, and all perfumed, 
And gallants, as the humor rose, 
Talked any nonsense that they chose, 
And damsel gave the reins for fun 
Alike ]h> palfrey and to pun. 
It chuiced no lady had been thrown, 
No heir had cracked his collar-btme. 
So pleasure laughed on every cheek. 
And naught, save saddles, dreamed of pique. 
And brightest of that brilliant tnun. 
With jeweled bit, and gilded r«n, 
And pommel clothed in gorgeous netting. 
And courser daintily curvetting, 
Girt round with gallant Cavaliers, 
Some deep in love, and some in years, 
Half exquisites and half absurds, 
All babbling of their beasts and birds. 
Quite tired of trumpreting and talking, 
The Baroness returned from hawking. 



The lady halted ; well she might ; 

For Vidal was so fair. 
You would have thought some god of light 

Had walked to take the air ; 
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And the hue on his cheek was high, 
As woman's when she understands 

Her first fond lover's sigh ; 
And desolate very, and very dumb, 

And rolling his eyes of blue, 
And rubbing his forehead, and biting his thumb, 

As lyrists and lovers do. 
Like Queen 'Htatiia's darling pet, 

Or Oberon'a wickedest elf^ 
Lay beside a rivulet, 

And looked beside himself; 
And belles full blown, and beaux fiill drest, 

Stood there with smirk and smile, 
And many a finger, and many a jest. 

Were pointed all the while. 

Then Vidal came, and bent his knees 

Before the lady there, 
And raised his bonnet, that the breeze 

Might trifle with his hair ; 
And said, be was a nameless youth, 
Had learned betimes ia tell the truth, 
Could greet a friend, and grasp a foe, 
Could take a jest, and give a blow, 
Had no idea of false pretenoes. 
Had lost hia fitther, and hia senses, 
Was travelling over land and aea , 
Armed with guitar and gallantry; 
And if her will found aught of pleasure 
In trifling soul, and tinkling measure, 
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He prajed that she would caII her ovn 
Hia every thought, and every tone. 

" Bonne grace, good Mary, and sweet St. John i" 
That haughty dame did say ; 

" A goodly quarry 1 have won, 
In this our sport to-day ! 
A precious page is this of mine, 
To carve my meat and pour my wine, 
To loose my greyhound's ringing chain, 
And hold my palfrey's gaudy rein, 
And tell strange tales of moody sprites. 
Around the hearth, on winter nights. 
Marry ! a wilful look, and wild ! 
But we shall tame the wayward child. 
And dieas his roving locks demurely. 
And tie his jesses on securely." 

She took from out her garment's fold 
A dazzling gaud of twisted gold ; 

She raised him from his knee ; 
The diamond cross she gravely kiss'd. 
And twined the links around his wrist 

With such fine witchery. 
That there he kneeled, and met her glance 
In silence and a moveless trance. 
And saw no sight, and heard no sound. 
And knew himself more firmly bound 
Than if a hundred weight of steel 
Had fettered him from head to heel ! 
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And from that moment Vidol g&yo 

His childish fancy up, 
Became her most peculiar slave, 
And wore her scarf, and whipped her knaTS, 

And filled her silver cup. 
She was a widow : on this earth 
It seemed her only task was mirth ; 
She had no nerves and no sensations, 
No troubling fiiends nor poor relations ; 
No gnawing grief to feel a care for. 
No living soul to hreathe a prayer for. 
Ten years ago her lord and master 
Had chanced upon a sad disaster ; 
One night his servants found him lying 
Speechless or senseless, dead or dying, 
With shivered sword and dabbled crest, 
And a small poniard in- his breast, 
And nothing further to supply 
The slightest hint of how or why. 
Aa usual, in auch horrid cases, 
The men mode oath, the maids made feces ; 
All thought it most immensely funny 
Hie murderer should have left the money, 
And showed suspicions in dumb crambo. 
And buried him with fear and flambeau. 



Clotilda shrieked and swooned, of qourse, 

Grew very ill, and very hoarse, 

Put on a veil, put off a rout, 

Turned all her cooks and courtiers ou^ 
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And lived two years on water^rue}, 
And draolc no wine, &nd used ao iiiel. 
At last, when all the world had seen 
How very virtuous she had been, 
She left her chamber, dried her tears. 
Kept open house for Cavaliers, 
New fiintished all the cob-webbed rooms, 
And burned a fortune in periumes. 
She had seen six-and-thirty springs. 
And still her blood's warm wanderings 
Told tales in every throbbing vein 
Of youth's high hope, and passion's reign, 
And dreams from which that lady's heart 
Had parted, or had seemed to part. 
She had noViles from cunning France, 
Too cold to sing, too tall to dance ; 
But yet, where'er her footsteps went, 
She was the Queen of Merriment : 
She called the quicliest at the table. 
For Courcy's song, or Comine'a fable, 
Bade Barons quarrel for her glove, 
And talked with Squires of ladie-love. 
And hawked and hunted in all weatbers, 
And stood six feet — including feathers. 

Her suitors, men of swords and banners, 
Were very guarded in their manners. 
And e'en when heated by the joftim 
Knew the strict limits of decorum. 
.Well had Clotilda learned the glance 
^Diat checks a lover's first advance ; 
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lli&t brow to her was given 
Hat chills presumption in Its birth, 
And man the madness of our mirth, 
And wakes the reptile of the earth 

From the vision he hath of Heaven. 
And yet for Vidal she could find 
No word or loolt that was not kind. 
With him she walked in shine or shower, 
And quite forgot the dinner hour, 
And gazed upon him, till he smiled, 
As dotii a mother on a child. 
Oh! when was dreun so purely dreaniedl 
A mother and a child they seemed : 
In warmer guise he loved her not ; — 

And i^ beneath the stars and moon. 
He lingered in some lonely spot 

To play her ftmd and favorite tune, 
And if he fed her petted mare, 
And made acquuntance with her bear. 
And kissed her hand whene'er she gave it 
And kneeled him down, sometimes, to crave it, 
Twas partly pride, and partly jest, 

And partly 'twas a boyish whim. 
And that he liked to see the rest 

Look angrily on her and him. 
And that — in short he waa a boy. 
And doted on his last new toy. 

It chanced l^t late, one summer's gloaming, 
Tiie lady and the youth were roaming. 



»i by Google 



TEX TBOtTBADOUB. 

In convene close of thone and these, 
Beneath a long ftrcsde of trees ; 
Toll trunks stood up on left and right, 
Like columns in the gloom of night, 
Breezeless and voiceless ; and on high. 
Where those eternal pillars ended. 
The silent houghs so closeljr blended 
Their mirk, unstirring majesty, 
That superstition well might run. 
To wander there from twelve to one. 
And call strange shapes from heaven or heil. 
Of cowl and candle, book and b^I, 
And kneel as in the vaulted aisle 
Of some time-honored Gothic pile, 
To pay her weary worship there 
Of counted beads, and pattered prayer. 

Clotilda had, for once, the vapors, 
And when the stars lit up their tapers. 
She said that she was very weary — 
She liked the place, it was so dreary — 
The dew was down on grass and flower, 

"Twas very wet — 'twas very wrong — ■ 
But she mutt rest for half an hour, 

And listen to Miother song. 

Then many a tale did Vidal tell 
Of warrior's spear, and wizard's spell; 
How that Sir Brian le Bleu had been 
Cup-bearer to a &iry queen ; 
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And how that a hundred years did pass, 
And left: his brow as smooth as glass; 
Time on his form marked no dteay, 
He stole not a single charm away, 

He could not blight 

That eye of lights 
Nor turn those raven ringlets gray. 

But Brian's love for a raortal maid, 

Was 'written and read in a magio sign. 
When Brian slipped on the moonlight glade. 

And spilled the fairy's odorous wine; 
And she dipped her fingers in the can. 

And sprinkled him with seven sprinkles, 
And he went from her presence a weary man, 

A withering lump of rheum and wrinkles. 

And how that Satan made a bond 

With Armonell of Trebizond — 

A bond that was written at first in tears. 

And torn at last in laughter — 
To be his slave for a thousand years. 

And his sovereign ever alter. 

And oh! thoae years, they fleeted fast, 
And a single year remained at last, 
A year for crouching and for crying, 
Between his frolic and his frying. 

"Toil yet another toil," quoth he, 
" Or else thy prey I will not be, 
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Come hither, oome hither, serrant mioe^ 

And call me bock 

The faded track 
Of years nine hundred and ninety -Dine I" 
And Sat&n hied to his home again 
On the wings of a blasting hurricane, 
And left old Annonell to die, 
And sleep in the odor of sanctity. 

Iq mockery of the Minstrel's skill 
The Lady's brow grew darker still ; 

She trembled as she lay, 
And o'er her jace, like fitful flame, 
The fererish color went and came. 
And, in the pauses of the tune, 
Her block eyea stared upon the moon 

With an unearthly ray. ■ 

" Good Vtdal," — as she spoke she leant 
So wildly o'er the ioatrument 
That wondering Vidal started back, 
For fear the Btrings should go to wrack — 
" Good Yidal, I have read and heard 
Of many a haunted heath and dell. 
Where potency of wand or word, 

Or chanted rhyme, or written spell, 
Hatli burst, in such an hour as this, 

The cerements of the rotting tomb, 
And waked from wo, or torn from blisa. 
The heritors of chill and gloom. 
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Until they walked upon tlie earth, 
Unsbrouded, in » ghastly mirth, 
And frightened men with soundlass ones. 
And bueless dieeks, ftnd raylesa eyes. 
Such power there is ! — if such be thine. 
Why, make to-night that sound or sign ; 
And while the vapory sky looks mirk 
In horror at our midnight work, 
We two will sit on two green knolls. 
And jest with unembodied souls, 
And mock at every moody sprite 
That wanders from his bed to-night." 

The boy jumped up in vast surprise. 
And rubbed his forehead and his eyes. 
And quite unable to reflect, 
Made answer much to this effect: 
*' Lady ! — the saints befriend a sinner ! 
Lady ! — she drank too much at dinner ! 
I know a rhyme, and — ghosts forsooth ! 
I used to sing it in my youth ; 
Twas taught me — curse my foolish Tanitj! 
By an old wizard — stark insanity I 
Who came from Tunis — 'tis the hock ! 
At a great age and — twelve o'clock ! 
He wore— oh, Lord ! — a ptunted girdle, 
For which they bunit him on a hurdle ; 
He had a diarm, but — what l^e deuce! 
It wasn't of the slightest use; 
There's not a single ghost that cares 
For — mercy on me ! how she stares !" 
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And then again he sate him down, 
For fiercer feil Clotilda's frown, 
And played, abominably ill. 
And horribly against his wiD. 



"Spirits, that walk and wmI to-night, 
I feel, 1 feel that ye are near ; 
There is » mist upon my sight, 
fUere is a murmur in mine ear. 
And a dark, dark dread 
Of the lonely dead^ 
Creeps through the whispering atmosphere ! 

" Ye hoTer o'er the hoary trees. 

And the old oaks stand bereft and bare ; 
Ye hover o'er the moonlight seas, 
And the tall masts rot in the poisoned air ; 
Ye gaze on the gate 
Of earthly state, 
And the ban-dog shivers in sUence there. 

" Come hither to me upon your elond. 
And tell me of your bliss or pain, 
And let me see your shadowy shroud, 
And colorless lip, and bloodless vein ; 
Where do ye dwell, 
In heaven or hell, 
And why do ye wander on earth again % 



»i by Google 



■ BX EBOUBADODB. 91 

" Tell to me where and how ye died, 
Fell ye in darknefls, or fell ye in day, 
On lorn hill-side, or rooriog tide. 
In goi^eoua feast, or ruBhing firay 1 
By bowl or blow, 
From friend or £>e, 
Hurried your angry aoula away t 

" Mjite ye come, and mute ye pasa. 

Your tale untold, your shrift unahriven; 
But ye have blighted the pale grass, 

And scared the ghastly stars from heaven ; 
And guilt hath known 
Yonr voiceless moan, 
And felt that the blood is unfoj^ven !" 

He paused; for silently and slow 
The lady left his side ; 

It seemed her blood had ceased to flow, 

For her dieek was as white as the morning snow, 
And the light of her eyes had died. 

She gazed upon some form of fright — 

But it was not seen of Vidal's sight; 

She drank some sound of hate or feai^— 

But it was not heard of Vidal's ear ; 
" Look ! look !" she, said ; and Vidal spoke^ 
" Why ! zounds ! it's nothing but an oak !" 

" Valence !" she muttered, " 1 will rise ; 
Ay ! turn not those dead orbs on mine ; 
Fearless to-night are these worn eyes. 
And nerveless is that arm of thine. 
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Thrice hast thon fleeted o'er my path ; 

And I would hear thy dull lips say, 
Is it in sorrow, or in wrath, 

Hiat thou dost haunt my lonely way t 
Ay ! frown not ! heaven may blast me now, 

In this dark hour, in this cold spot ; 
And then — I can but be as thou, 

And hate thee still, and fear thee not !" 
She strode two steps, and stretched her hand. 
In attitude of stem command; 
The tremor of her voice and tread 
Had more of passion than of dread. 
The net had parted from her hair, 
Hie locks fell down in the powerless sir, 
Her frame with strange convulsion rocked — ■ 
And Vidal was intenaely shocked. 
The lady drew a long low sigh. 
As if some voice had made reply. 
Though Vidal could not catch a word, 
And thought it horribly absurd. 
" Remember it ? — avenging power ! 

I ask no word, I need no sign, 
To teach me of that withering hour, 

Hiat linked this wasted hand in thine [ 
He was not there ! — -I deemed him slain — 
And thine the guilt — and mine the paint 
There are memorials of that day 
Which tjme shall never blot away, 
Unheeded prayer, unpardoned sin, 
And smiles without, and flames within. 
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And broken heart, and ruined fiime, 
And glutted hate, and dreaded shame. 
And late remorse, and dreams, and fears, 
And. bitter and enduring tears 1" 

She listened there another apace, 
And stirred no feature of her &ce, 
Though big drops, ere she spoke again, 
Fell irom her clammy brow like rain : 
At last she glanced a wilder stare. 
And stamped her foot, and tore her hair. 
" False fiend ! thou liest, thou hast lied ! 
He was, what thou couldst never be — 
In anguish true, in danger tried — 

Their friend to all — my god to me ! 
He loved — as thou couldst never love- 
Long years — and not, IJll then, in guilt ; 
Nay ! point not to the wailiDg grove, 

I know by whom the blood was spilt, 
I saw the tomb, and heard the knell 

And life to me was lom and blighted. 
He died — and vengeance watches well ! 
He died — Mid tiiou wert well requited !" 

Again she listened : — ^full live score 
You might have counted duly o'er — 
And then she laughed ; so fierce and shrill 
That laughter echoed o'er the hill, 
Tliat Vidal deemed the very ground 
Bid shake at its unearthly sound. 
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" I do Dot tremble ! be it so ! — 
Or here or there I in bliss or wo ! — 
Yea! let it be ! and we will meet, 

Where never " and at Vidal'a feet , 

She sank, as senseless and aa cold 
As if her death were two days old ; 
And Vidal, who an hour before 
Had voted it a horrid bore, 
Hia silken sash with speed unlaced, 
And bound it round her neck and waist, 
And bore her to her caatle-gate. 
And never stopped to rest or bait. 
Speeding as swiftly on his track 
As if nine fiends were at his back. 

Then rose from fifty fiirioua lungs 
A Babel of discordant tongues : 
" Jesu ! the Baroness is dead ! — 
Shouldn't her Ladyship be bled 1 — 
Her fingera are as cold as stone !— 
And look how white her lips are grown I 
A dreadftit thing for all who love her ! 
Tia ten to one she won't recover !— 
Ten t — did you ever, Mrs. Anne? 
Ten n^es against one honest man !— 
How master Vidal must have fought I 
It's what I never should have thought; 
He seems the sickliest thing alive; — 
They say he killed and wounded five ! — 
la master Vidal killed and wounded 1 
1 truat the story is unfounded ! — 
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I eav him <hl his legs juat now, — 
What ! sawed hSs 1^ off t well, I vow- 
Peace, babbler, peaoe ! you see youVe shocked her I 
Help 1 ho ! — cold water for the Doctor t 
Her eyes are open ! — ^how they blink ! 
"Why, Doctor, do you really think, — — 
My Lord, we never tltink at all ; 
I'll trouble you to clear the Hall, 
And check aU tendency to riot^ 
And keep the Caatlevery quiet ; 
Let none but little Bertha stay ; 
And — try to keep the Friar away !" 
Poor Vidal, who, amid the rout, 
Had crept in cautious silence out. 
Reeled to his chamber in the staggers, 
And thought of home, and dreamed of daggers. 

Day dawned : the Baroness was able 
To beam upon the breakfast table, 
As well as could be well expected. 
Before the guests were half collected. 
" A fainting fit ; — a thing of course ; — 
In sooth it might have ended worse ; 
Exceedingly obliged to Vidal ; — 
Pray, had the groom repaired her bridle 1 
She w^ked too late ; — it was a warning ; 
And — who was for the chase tiiis morning t" 

Days past, and weeks : Clotilda's mien 
Was gay as it before bad been. 
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And only once or twice her glance 
Fell darkly on hia countenance, 
And gazed into his eyes of blue, 
As if she read hia young heart through : 
At length she mildly hinted — " Surely 
Vidal was looking very poorly — 
He never t^ked — had parted quite 
With spirits, and with appetite — 
She thought be wanted change of ur, 
It was a shame to keep him there- 
She had remarked the diange wit^ sorrow, 
■ And well, he should set out to-morrow." 

Hie morrow came, 't was glorious weather, 

And all the household flocked together 

To hold his stirrup and his rein. 

And say, " Heaven speed !" with might and main, 

Qotilda only said "Farewell!" 

And gare her hand to kiss and clasp ; 
He thought it trembled, as it fell 

In silence from his lip and grasp. 
And yet upon her cheek and brow 
There dwelt no flush of passion now ; 
Only the kind r^ret was there 
"Which severed friends at parting wear, 
And the sad smile and glistening eye 
Seemed naught to shun, and naught defy. 
" Farewell !" she said, and so departed ; 
And Vidal from his reverie started. 
And blessed his soul, and oleared his throat, 
And crossed his for^ead — and the moat 
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All millinera who start from bed 
To gaze upon a cost of red, 

Or listen to a drum, 
Know very well the Paphlan Queen 
Was never yet at Paphos seen, 

That Cupid's all a hum, 
That minstrels forge confounded lies, 
About the Deities and skies. 
That torches all go out sometimes, 
That flowers all fade except in rhymes, 
That maids are seldom shot with arrowy 
And coaches never drawn by sparrows. 

And yet, lair cousin, do not deem 

That all is fklse which poets tell 
Of Passion's first and denrest dream, 

Of haunted spot, and silent spell, 
Of long low musing, aneh as suits 

The terrace on your own dark hill, 
Of whispers which are sweet as lutes, 

And silence which is sweeter stiU ; 
Believe, believe — for May shall pass, 

And summer sun and winter shower 
Shall dim the Ireshness of the grass, 

And mar the fragrance of the flowei>— 
Believe it all, whate'er you hear 

Of plighted TOW, and treasured token, 
And hues which only once appear, 

And words which only once are spoken, 
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And prayers whose natural voice is song, 

And schemes that die in wild endeavor, 
And tears so pleasant, you will long 

To weep such pleasant tears for ever. 
Believe it all, believe it all ! 

Oh! Virtue's frown ia all divine; 
And Folly hides his happy thrall 

In sneers as cold and false as mine ; 
And Eeason piates of wrong and right, 

And marvels hearts can break or bleed, 
And flings on all that's warm and bright 

The winter of his icy creed ; 
But when the soul has ceased to glow, 

And years and cares are coming £ist, 
There's nothing like young love ! no, no ! 

There's nothing like young love at last ! 

The Convent of St. Ursula 
Has been in a marvellous fright to-day; 
The nuns are all in a terrible pother 
Scolding and screaming at one another; 
Two or three pale, and two or three red, 
Two or three frightened to death in bed, 
Two or three waging a wordy war 
With the wide-eared Saints of the Calendar. 
Beads and lies have both been told. 
Tempers are hot, and dishes are cold ; 
Celandine rends her last new veil, 
Leonore babbles of horns and tail ; 
Celandine proses of songs and slips, 
Violette blushes and bites her lips: 
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Oh ! what is the matter, the matter ta^j. 

With the Convent of St. Ursula 1 

But the Abbess has made the chiefest dia, 

And cried the loudest cry ; 
She has pinned her cap with a crooked pin, 
And talked of Satan and talked of sin, 

Aad set her coif awry ; 
And she can never quiet be ; 

But ever eince the Matins, 
In gallery and scullery, 
And kitchen and refectory, 

She tramps it in her pattens; 
Oh ! what is the matter, the matter to-day 
With the Abbess of St Ursula? 



Thrice in the silence of eventime 
A desperate foot has dared to climb 

Over the Convent gate ; 
TTiriee a venturous voice and lute 
Have dared to wake their amorous suit, 
Among the Convent flowers and fruit, 

Abominably late : 
And thrice, the beldames know it well, 
Prom out the lattice of her cell. 
To listen to that murmured measure 
Of life, and Jove, and hope, and pleasure, 
With throbbing heart and eyelid wet, 
Hath leaned the novice Violette ; 
And oh! you may tell from her mournful gaze. 
Her vision hath been of those dear days, 
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When happily o'er the quiet lavn, 

Bright with the dew's moat heRvenly BprinUea, 
She scared the pheasant, and chased the £iwn, 

Till a smile came o'er her father's wrinkles, 
Or stood beside that water fair, 

Where moonlight slept with a ray ao tender, . 
That every star whieh gliatened there, 

Glistened, she thought, with a double splendor; 
And oh! she loved the ripples' play, 

As to her feet the truant rovers 
Wandered and went with a laugh away. 

Kissing but once, like wayward lovers. 
Aud'oh ! she loved the night-wind's moan. 

And the dreary wat«h-dog's lonely yelling, 
And the sentinel's unchanging tone, 

And the chapel chime so sadly knelling, 
And the echoes from the Castle hall. 

Of circling aoug and noisy gladness, 
And, in some silent interval, 

The nightingale's deep voice of sadness. 
Alas! there cornea a winter bleak 

On the lightest py, and the loveliest flower ; 
And the smiles have faded on Violette's cheek, 

And the roses have withered in Violette's bower, 
But now by the beautiful turf and tide 

Poor Violette's heart in silence lingers; 
And the thrilling tears of memory glide 

Thro' the trembling veil and the quivering fingen. 
Yet not for these, for these alone, 

That innocent heart beats high to.day ; 
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And not for these the stifled moan 

Ta breadked in such thick passionate tone, 

I%at not the lips ^pear to pray. 
But ;ou may deem those murmurs start 
Porth from the liffr«tniigs of the heart, 
So wild and strange is that long ugh, 
So full of bliss and agony 1 

She thinks of him, the lovely boy, 
Sweet Vidal, with his face of joy— 
The careless mate of all the glee 
That shone upon her in&ncy — 
The baby-lover, who had been 
The sceptred King, where she was Qneen, 
On Childhood's dream-enrarcted strand, 
Tka undisputed Fairy-land t 
She thinks of h'T" , she thinks of him, 
"Die lord of every wicked whim. 
Who dared Sir Prinsamonr to battle, 
And drove away De Oiffi>rd'a cattle, 
And sang an Ave at the feast, 
And made wry faces at the Priest, 
And ducked tho Duchess in the sea, 
And tore Sir Roland's pedigree. 

She thinks of him — the forehead fiur. 
The ruddy lip, and glossy hair — 
Hie mountains, where they roved together. 
In life's most bright and witching weather — 
The wreck they watched upon the o 
Tie ruin where they saw the ghost — 
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The fairy tale he loved to tell — 

The serenade he sang so well ; 

And then she turns and sees again 

Hie naked wall, and grated pane, 

And frequent winka and frequent frowns, 

And 'broidered books, and 'broidered gowns, 

And plaster saints and plaster patrons, 

And three impracticable matrona. 

She was a very pretty Nun ; 

Sad, delicate, and five feet one; 

Her &ce was oval, and her ej« 

Looked like the Heaven in Italy, 

Serenely blue, and softly bright, 

Made up of languish and of light! 

And her neck, except where tie looks of brown. 

Like a sweet summer mist, fell droopisgly down, 

Was as chill and as white as the snow, ere the earth 

Has sullied the hue of its heavenly. birth; 

And through the blue veins you might see 

The pure blood wander silently. 

Like noiseless eddies, that far below 

In the glistening "depths of a calm lake flow; 

Her cold hands on her bosom lay; 

And her ivory crucifix, cold as they. 

Was clasped in a fearful and fond caress. 

As if she shrank from its holiness, 

And felt that hers was the only guilt 

Por which no healing blood was spilt : 

And tears were bursting all the while ; 

Yet now and then a vacant smile 
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Over her lips would come and go— 

A very mockery of wo — 

A brief, wan smile — a piteous token 

Of a warm lore cnish'd, and a young beart brokai I 

"Many come up !" said Celandine, 
Whose nose was ruby red, 

"From venomous catca and wicked wina 
A deadly sin is bred. 
Darkness and anti-phlogistio diet, 
These will keep the pulses quiet ; 
SilHice and solitude, bread and water — 
So must we cure our erring daughter !" 
I bare dined at an Alderman's board, 
I have drunk with a German lord, 
But richer was Celandine's own pat6 
Tlian Sir William's soup on Christmas day. 
And sweeter the flavor of Celandine's Sask 
l^ian the loveliest cup from a Rhenish cask ! 

" Saints keep us I" said old Winifrede, 
"Saints keep and cure us all! 
And let us hie to our book and bead. 

Or sure the skies will iall I 
Is she a Heathen or is she a Hindoo, 
To talk with a silly boy out of the window} 
Was ever such pro&neness seen t 
Pert minx I — and only just sixteen !" 
Ihave talked with a fop who has fought twelve duels, 
Six for an heiress, and six for her jewels ; 
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I have prosed villi & reddeaa bard, who rehearses 

Everj day a thousand verses ; 

But oh ! more marvellous twenty times 

Than the bully's lies, or the blockhead's rhyioea, 

Were the scurrilous tales, which Scandal told 

Of Winifrede's loves in the days of old ! 



Hie Abbeaa lifted up her eye. 

And laid her rosary down, 
And sigh'd a melancholy sigh, 

And frown'd an angry frown. 
"Tliere's a cell in the dark cold ground, 

Where sinful passions wither ; 
Vapory dews lie damp around, 
And merriment of sight or sound 

Can work no passage thither : 
Other scene is there, I trow, 
Ulan amts a lov&^ok maiden's vow ; 
For a death-watch makes a weary tune. 
And a glimmering lamp is a joyless moon. 
And a coui^ of stone is a dismal rest. 
And an aching heart is a bitter guest! 
Maiden of the bosom light, 
There shall thy dwelling be to-night ; 
Mourn and meditate, fast and pray. 
And drive the evil one away. 
Axe and cord were fitter doom, 
Desolate grave and mouldering tomb ; 
But the merdful &ith that speaks the sentence, 
Joys in the dawn of a soul's repentance, 
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And the eyes may shed sweet tears fbr them, 
Whom the hands chastise, and the lips condemn ]** 
I have set my foot on the hallowed spot, 
Where the dungeon of trampled France is not; 
I have heard men talk of Mr. Peel ; 
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You would but watch my sobs aod Bighs, 

With Bhaking head, and silent sneers, 
And deck with smiles those soulless eyes, 

When mine should swell with bitter tears I 
But work your n ill ! Oh ! life and limb 

May wither in that house of dread, 
Where horrid shapes and shadows dim ■ 

Walk nightly round the elumberer's head; 
The sight may sink, the tongue may feU, 

The shuddering spirit long for day. 
And fear may make these features pale, 

And turn these boasted ringlets gray ; 
But not for this, oh ! not for this, 

The heart will lose its dream of gladness ; 
And the fond thought of that last kiss 

Will live in torture — yea I in madness! 
And look! 1 will not fear or feel 

The ail your hate may dare or do ; 
And, if I ever pray and kneel, 

I will not kneel and pray to you !" 

If you had seen that tender cheek, 

Those eyes of melting blue, 
Tou would not have thought in a thing so weak, 

Such a fiery spirit grew. 
But the trees which summer's breezes shake. 

Are shivered in winter's gale ; 
And a meek girl's heart will bear to break, 

When a proud man's truth would bil. 
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Never a word she uttered more ; 

Thej have led her down the stair. 
And left her on the dungeoa floor. 

To find repeDtance there ; 
And naught have they set beaide her bed, 

Within that chamber dull, 
But a lonely lamp, and a loaf of bread, 

A rosary and skull. 
Hie breast is bold that grows not cold. 

With a strong oonrulsive twinge, 
As the slow door creeps to its sullen hold. 

Upon its mouldering hinge. 
That door was made by the cunning hand 
Of an artist from a foreign land ; 
Human skill and heavenly thunder 
Shall not win its wards asunder. 
The chain is fiz'd, and the bolt is fasl^ 
And the kind old Abbess lingers last. 
To mutter a prayer on her bended knee, 
And clasp to her girdle the iron key. 

But then, oh then began to run 

Horrible whispers from nun to nun : 
" Sister Amelia," — " Sister Anne," 
"Do tell us how it all began ;" 
" The youth was a handsome youth, that's eert^n, 

For Bertha peeped &om behind the curtain :" 
" As sure as I have human eyes, . 

It was the devil in disguise ; 
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His hUT hanging dawn like threads of wire— 
And his mouth breathing smoke, like a hay sta^ 

oniire— 
And the ground beneath his footstep roeking," — 

" Lord I laabd, how very shocking !" 

" Poor Violette ! she was so merry ; 
I'm very eorry for her ! — very !" 

*' Well ! it was worth a silver t«st«r, 
To see how she frown'd when the Abhese bless'd 
her ;" — 

" Wa^ Father Anselm there to shrive t 
For I'm sure she'll never oome out dive !" 

"Dear Elgitha, don't fiighten us so I" 

" It's just a hundred yean ago, 
Since Father Peter was put in the cell 
For forgetting to ring the vesper bell ; 
Let us keep ourselves from mortal ain! 
He went out as he went in !" 

" No ! and he lives there still, they say, 
In his cloak of black, and his cowl of gray, 
Weeping, and wailing, and walking about, 
With an endless grief, and an endless gout, 
Afld wiping his eyes with a kerchief of lawn, 
And rin^g his bell from dusk to dawn !" 

" Let us pray to be saved from love and spectres !"— 

"From the haunted cell !" — " and the abbess's leo- 

The garish sun has gone away, 
And taken with him the toils of day; 
Foul ambition's hollow schemes, 
Busy labor's golden dreams, 
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And after breakfast, when Sir G, 

Has been discussing neva and tea, >., 

And euli^zed his coals and logs, 

And told the breeding of his dogs, 

And hurl'd aQathemas of pith 

Against the sect of Adam Smith, 

And handed o'er to endless shame 

The voters for tlie sale of game, 

Tis sweet to fly from him and vapors, 

And those interminable papers, 

And waste an idle hour or two 

With dear Bosini, and with you. 

But those sweet sounds are doubly sweet, 

In the still nights of June, 
When song and silence seem to meet, 

Beneath the quiet moon ; 
When not a single leaf is stirr'd. 
By playful breeze or joyous bird, 
And echo shrinks as if afraid 
Of the faint murmur she has made. 
Oh ! then the spirit of music roves. 
With a delicate step through the myrtle grores, 
And still wherever he flits, he flings 
A thousand charms from his purple wings. 
And where is that discourteous wight, ~ 
Who would not Imger through the night 
Listening ever, lone and mute, , 
To the murmur of his mistress' lute, 
And courting those bright phantasies. 
Which haunt the dreams of waking eyeat 
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He cnme that night, the Troubadour, 
While the four fat friars slept secure, 
And gazed on the lamp that sweetly glisten'd, 
Where he thought his mistress Itsten'd; 
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And gray-beardB looked not awful, love, 
And grandames made do din, 

And vows were not unlawful, love, 
And kisses were no sin. 

" And do you never dream, love. 

Of that enchanted well, 
Where under the pioon-beam, love, 

Thti Fairies wove their apell t 
How oft we saw them greeting, love, 

Beneath the blasted tree, 
And heard their pale feet beating, ^ove. 

To their own minstrelsy ! 

" And do you never think, love, 

Of the shallop, and the wave. 
And the willow on the brink, love. 

Over the poacher's gravel 
Where always in the dark, love, 

We heard a heavy sigh. 
And the dogs wehe wont to bark, love, - 

Whenever they went by ? 

"ITien gaily shone the Heaven, love, 

On life's untroubled sea. 
And Vidal's heart was given, love. 

In happiness to thee ; 
The sea is all benighted, lore, 

The Heaven has ceased to shine ; 
The heart is seared and blighted, lov^ 

But still the heart is tiiine I" 
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He paused and looked ; he paused and ughed; 
None appear'd, and none replied : 

All waa still but the water's wail, 

And the tremulous voice of the nightingale, 
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Por it wM break her very heart, 
To see how &ir and dear thou art 

" Ob fly with me ! and wa will dwell 

Far over the green seas, 
Where aadneas rings no parting knell 

For moments such as these ! 
Where Italy's unclouded skies 
Look brightly down on brighter eyes, 
Or where the wav»-wed City smiles, 
Enthroned upon her hundred islea. 

" Oh fly with me ! by these sweet strings 
Swept o'er by Passion's fingers — 
By all the rocks, and vales, and springs — 

Where Memory lives and lingers — ■ 
By all the tongue can never tell — 
By all the heart has told so well — 
By all that has been or may be — 
And by Love's self— Oh fly with me !" 

Be paused again — no sight or sound ! 
The still air rested all around ; 
He look'd to the tower, and be look'd to the ti 
Night was as still as Ntght could be ; 
Something he mutter'd of Prelate and Pope 
And took from his mantle a silken rope ; 
I^ve dares much, and Love climbs well 1 
He stands by the Abbess in Vio^ette's cell. 

He put on a mask, and he put out the light ; 
The Abbess was dressed in a veil of white ; 
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Not ft look he gave, cot a word he said ; 
The pages are ready, the blanket is spread ; 
He has clasped his aria her waist about, 
And lifted the screaming Abbess out : 
" My horse ia fleet, and my hand is true, 
And my Squire haa a bow of deadly yew ; 
Away, and away, over mountain and moor! 
Good luck to the love of the gay Troubadour V' 

" "What ! rode away with the Abbess behind J 

Lord! aiater! ia the Devil blind V 
" Pull fourscore winters !" — " Faat and pray ! 

For the powers of darknesa fight toJay !" 
" 1 sha'nt get over the shook for a week !" — 
" Did any one hear our Mother shriek t" — 
" Do shut your mouth !" — " do shut the cell !" 
"What a villanoua, odious, sulphury smell!" 
" Has the Evil One taken the Mass-book too V 
" Ah me ! what will poor little Violette do T 

She haa but one loaf since seven o'clock ; 

And no one can open that horrible lock ; 

And Satan will grin with a fiendish glee, 

When he finds the Abbess has kept the key I" 
" How shall we manage to sleep to-night ?" 
** I wouldn't for worlds put out my light !" 
" I'm sure I shall die if I hear but a mole atir !" 
"I'll clap St. Ursula under my bolster !" 

But oh ! the pranks that Vidal played. 
When he found what a bargain his blindness had 
made ! 
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Wilful and wild—half in fun, half on fire, 
He Btared at the Abbess, andstoria'd at the Sqnire ! 
Consigned to perdition all silly Tomancers, 
Ask'd twenty strange questions, and staid for no 



Raving, and roaring, and laughing by fits, 
And driving the old woman out of her wits. 

There was a jousting at Chichester ; 
It had made in the country a mighty stir, 
And all that was brave, and all that was &ir, 
And all that vas neither, came trooping diere ; 
Scarfs and scare, and frays and frowns, 
And flow'ry ^eeches, and flow'ry crowns. 
A hundred Icnights set spear in rest 
Por the lady they deemed the loveliest, 
And Vidftl broke a lance that day 
For the Abbess of St Ursula. 

There was a feast at Arundel ; 
The town-^lerk tolled a ponderous bell. 
And nothing was there but row and rout, 
And toil to get in, an4 toil to get out, 
And SherifTs &tter than their venison, 
And Belles that never staid for benison. 
The red, red wine was mantling there. 
To the health of the fairest of the fair, 
And Vid&l drain'd the cup that day 
To the Abbess of St. Ursula. 
There was a wedding done at Bramher ; 
The town was full of myrrh and amber ; 
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And the boors were roasting valorous beeres, 
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And her cheek vas as full, and fresh, and ^r, 

Aa it bad been when warmth waa there, 

And her eyes were unclosed, and their glasay rays 

Were fixed in a deeolate, dreamy gaze, 

As if before their orbs had gone 

Some sight they couid not close upon ; 

And her bright brown locks all gray were grown; 

And her hands were clenched, and cold aa stone ; 

And the veins upon her neck and brow 

But she was dead ! — what boo'ts it how } 

In holy ground she was not laid ; 

For she had died in sin, 
And good St. Ursula forbade 

That Budi should enter in ; 
But in a calm and cold retreat 

They made her place of rest, ■ 
And laid her in her winding-sheet, 

And left her there unblest ; 
And set a small stone at her head, 

' Under a spreading tree ; 
•* OruU" — that was all it said— 
" OraU hiepn me!" 

And Vidsl came at night, alone, 

And tore his shining htur. 
And laid him down be»de the stone, 

And wept till day-break there, 

"Fare thee well, fare thee well, 
Host beautaful of earthly things, 
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I will not bid thy spirit stay, 
Nor link to earth those glittering wiogs, 

That burst like light away ! 

I know that thou art gone to dwell 
Id the sunny home of the fresh-day beam. 
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" Fare thee well, fare the« well ! 
See, I have been to the sweetest bowers, 

And culled from garden and from heath 
Tbti tendereet of all tender flowers, 

And blended in my wreath 

The violet and tbe blue harebell. 
And one frul rose in its earliest bloom ; 

Alas ! 1 meant it for thy hair, 
And now I fiiDg it on thj tomb, 

To weep and wither there ! 
Fare ye well, fare ye well ! 
Sieep, sleep, my love, in fragrant shade. 

Droop, droop to-night, thou blushing token ; 
A fairer flower shall never &de, 

Nor a fonder heart be broken !" 



»i by Google 



THE LEGEND OF THE TEUFEL-HAUS. 

The way was lone, and tha hour was late, 

And Sir Rudolph vas far from his castle gate. 

The night came down, hy slow degrees, 

On the riTer'atreaic, and the foreatrtrees ; 

And by the heat of the heavy air, 

And by the lightning's distant glare, 

And by the rustling of the woods. 

And by the roaiing of the flooda, 

In half an hour, a Taaa might say, 

The Spirit of Storm would ride that way. 

But little he cared, that stripling pale, 

For the sinking sun, or the rising gale ; 

For he, as he rode, was dreaming now, 

Poor youth, of a woman's broken tow. 

Of the cup dashed down, ere the wine was taated, 

Of eloquent speeches sadly wasted. 

Of a gallant heart all burnt to ashes. 

And the Baron of Katxberg's long mustaches. 

So the earth below, and the heaven abore. 

He saw them not ; — those dreams of love, 

As some hare found, and some will find, 

Make mrai extremely deaf and Mind. 
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At last he opened his great blue eyes, 
And looking about in vast surprise, 
Fouud that hia hunter had turned his back. 
An hour ago on the beaten track, 
And now vas threading a forest hoar, 
Where steed had never stepped before. 

" By Ceesar's bead," Sir Rudolph said, 
" It were a sorry joke, 
If I to-night should make my bed 

On the turf, beneath an oak ! 
Poor Roland reeks from head to hoof; — 

Now, for thy sake, good roan, 
I would we were beneath a root, 

Were it the foul fiend's own !" 

Ere the tongue could rest, ere the lipa could doae, 

The sound of a listener's laughter rose. 

It was not the scream of a merry boy 

When harlequin wares bia wand of joy j 

Nor the shout from a serious curate, w<»i 

By a bending bishop's annual pun ; 

Kor the rou' of a Yorkshire clown ',— oh, no 1 

It was a gentle laugh, and low ; 

Half uttered, perhaps, and etifled hal^ 

A good old-gentlemanly laugh; 

Such as my uncle Peter's are, 

When he tells you hia tales of Dr. Parr. 

The rider looked to the lelt and the right, 

With something of marvel, and more of IHght : 
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But brighter gleamed his anxious e;e, 
When a light shone out from a hill hard by. 
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He looked around irith a hurried glance: 

You may ride from the border to lair Fenzanoe, 

And nowhere, but at Epsom Races, 

Find such a group of ruffian &ceB 

As thronged that chamber : some were talking 

Of feats of hunting and of hawking, 

And some were drunk, and some were dreaming, 

And some found pleasure in blaspheming. 

He thought, as he gazed on the feariui crew, 

That the lamps that burned on the walla burned blue, 

Hiey brought him a past; of might; size, 

To cheer his heart, and to diarm his eyes ; 

They brought the wine, so rich and old, 

And filled to the brim the cup of gold ; 

Hie knight looked down, and the knight looked op, 

But he carved not the meat, and he drained not the cup. 



" Ho, ho," said his host with angry brow, 
" I wot our guest is fine ; 
Our fare b far too coarse, 1 trow, 
For such nice taste as thine ; 
' Tet trust me I have cooked the food, 
And I have filled the can, 
Since I have lived in this old wood. 
For many a nobler man."— 
" Hie savory buck and the ancient cask 
To a weary man are sweet ; 
But ere he taste, it is fit he ask 

For a blesung on bowl aod meat. 
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Let me but pray for a minute's ^ace, 

And bid me pledge ye then ; 
I swear to ye, by our Lady's grace, 

I shall eat and drink like ten I" 
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On rock, tree, wave, and gladdening all 

With just lis nusceltBiieDus bounty, 
As babel's, whose sweet smiles iall 

Inlialf an hour on half the ootmty. 
Less wild Sir Rudolph's pathway seemed. 

As he turned from that discourteous tower ; 
Small spots of verdure gaily gleamed 

On either nde ; and many a flower. 
Idly, and violet, and faeart's-ease. 

Grew by the way, a fragrant border ; 
And the tangled boughs of the hoary trees 

Were twined in picturesque disorder : 
And there ca&ie from the grove, and there came fix 
the hill 

^e loveliest sounds he had ever heard, 
Hie oheeriiil voice of the dancing rill. 

And the sad, sad song of the lonely bird. 

And at last he stared with wondering eyes, 

As w^l he might, on a huge pavilion : 
Twas clothed with stuffs of a hundred dyes, 

Blue, purple, orange, pink, vermilion ; 
And there were quaint devices traced 

All round in the Saracenic manner ; 
And the top which gleamed like gold, was graced 

With the drooping folds of a silken banner; 
And on the poles, in silent pride. 

There sat small doves of white enamel ; 
And the viul from the entrance was drawn aside, 

And flung on the humps of a silver camel. 
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In short it W&6 the sweetest thing 
For B weary youth in a wood to light on ; 

And finer far than what a king 
Built up, to prove his taste, at Brighton. 
The gilded gate was all unbarred ; 
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BewitctuDg sighs, such sighs as say 

Beneath the moonlight, to a lover, 
IliiDga which the coward tongue hj day 

"Would not, for alt the world, discover : 
She lay tike a shape of sculptured stone, 
So pale, so tranquil : — she had thrown, 

for the warm evening's sultriness, 
The broidered coverlet aside ; 
And notiiing was there to deck or hide 

The glory of her loveliness, 
But a scarf of gauze so light and thin 
Yon might see beneath the dazzling skin. 
And watch the purple streamlets go 
Through the valleys of white and stainless snow, 
Or here and there a wayward tress 
Wliich wandered out with vast assuranee 
Prom the pearls that kept the rest in durance, 
And fluttered about, as if 'twould try 
To lure a zephyr from the sky. 

"Bertha !" — large drops of anguish came 
On Budolph's brow, as he breathed that name, — 
" Oh &iT and false one, wake, and fear ; 
I the betrayed, the scorned, am here." 
Tba eye moved not &om its dull eclipse,' 
The voice came not from the fast-shut lips; 
No matter ! well that gazer knew 
Tlie tone of bliss, and the eyes of bine. 

Sir Rudolph hid his burning &ca 
With both his bands for a minute's spaoe, 
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And all liis trams in &wful fhshion. 
Was shaken by some sudden passion. 
"What guilty fancies o'er him rani — 

Oh, Pity will be slow to guess them ; 
And never, save to the holy man, 
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Not ■with more joy the sdiool-boys ran 

To tile ga-Y green fields, when their task is don« ; 

Not with more haste the members fly, 

"When Hume has caught the Speaker's eye. 

At last the daylight came ; and then 
A score or two of serving men, 
Supposing that some sad disaster 
Had hc^pened to their lord and master, 
Went out into the wood, and found him, 
Unhorsed) and witii no mantle round him. 
Ere he could tell his tale romantio, 
The leech pronounced him dearly frantic. 
So ordered him at once to bed. 
And clapped a blister on his head. 

Within the sound of the castle^lock 
There stands a huge and rugged rock. 
And i have heard the peasants say, 
That the grieving groom at noon that day 
Found gallant Roland, cold and stiff, 
At the base of the black and beetling cliff. 

Beside the rock there is an oak. 
Tall, blasted by the thunder-stroke, 
And 1 have heard the peasants say. 
That there Sir Budolph's mantle lay, 
And coiled in many a deadly wreath 
A venomous serpent slept beneatli. 
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Up rose the Reverend Dr. Brovn, 

Up rose the Doctor's " winsome marrow ;" 
The ladj laj her knitlang down, 

Her husband clasped his ponderous Barrow ; 
Whate'er the stranger's caste or creed, 

Pundit or papist, saint or sinner, 
He found a stable for his steed, 

And welcome for himself and dinner. 

If, when he reached his joumej's end, 

And warmed himself in court or college, 
He had not gained an honest friend. 

And twenty curious scraps of knowledge ; — 
If he departed as he came, 

With no new light on love or liqwor, — 
Good sooth, the traveller was to blame. 

And not the Vicarage, or the Vicar. 

His talk was like a stream which runs 
With rapid change from rock to rosea: 

It slipped from politics to puns ; 
It passed from Mahomet to Moses : 

Beginning with the laws which keep 
The planets in their radiant courses, 

And ending with some precept deep 
. For dressing ells or shoeing horses. 

He was a shrewd and sound divine. 
Of loud Dissent and mortal terror; 

And when, hy dint of page and line, 
He 'stablished Truth, or started Error, 
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The Bapdst found him far too deep; 

He Deist sighed with saving aorrow ; 
Anil fha Iriui T.dtrita wnnl. tr> fi1ni>n. 
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And he was kiod, uid Icrred to ait 

In the low' hut or garnished cottage^ 
And praise the fkimer's homely wit, 

And ^ve the widow's homelier pottage : 
At his approach complaint gre* mild, 

And when his hand unbu-red the abutter, 
^e olamray lips of Fever smiled 

The welcome which dtej oould not utter. 

He always had a tale for tne 

Of Julius Oesar or of Venus ; 
!From him I learned the rule of three, 

Cat's cradle, leap-frog, and Quee genus ; 
I used to singe his powdered wig, 

To steal the staff he put auch trust in ; 
And make the puppy donee a jig 

Wben he began to quote Augustin, 

Alack the change 1 in Tain I look 

For hatrnts in which my boyhood trifled ; 
The level lawn, the trickling brook, 

ThB trees I climbed, the beds I rifled : 
The church is loiter than before ; 

You reach it by a carriage entry : 
It holds three hundred people more : 

And pews are fitted up for gentry. 

Sit in the Vicar's seat : youll hear 
The doctrine of a gentle Johnian, 

Whose hand is white, whose tone ia eletf, 
Whose tone is very Gcercmian. 
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Where ia the old man Ifud ! — look down, 
And oonatrue on the sUb before jon, 

Hic Jackt GULIELMUS BROWN, 
Vie Ndi^ hon dohabdus uiuba. 



n.— QUINCE. 

FiHesti* B«niit« vilak 

Near r small village in the West, 

Where many very worthy people 
Eat, drink, play wlust, and do their best 

To guard from evil Church and Steeple, 
There stood — alas! it stands no more ! 

A tenement <^ brick and plaster, 
Of which, for forty years and four. 

My good friend Quince was lord and master I 

Welcome was he in hut and hall, 

To maids and matrons, peers and peasants, 
He won the sympathies of all, , 

By making puns and making presents ; 
Though all the parish was at strife, 

He kept his counsel and his carriage. 
And laughed and loved a quiet life. 

And shrank from Chancery's suits and mairUge. 
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Sound was his claret and Ms head ; 

Warm waa hia double ale and feelingft^ 
His partners at the whist olub tuud, 

That he was bultless in his dealings — 
He went to church but once a week ; 

Yet Dr. Poundtext always found him 
An apright man, who ertudied Greek, 

And liked to see his friends around him. 

Asylums, hospitals, and schools. 

He used to swear were made to cozen j 
All who subscribed to them were fools, 

And he subscribed to half a dozen ; 
It was hia doctrine that the poor 

Were always able, never willing; 
And so the beggar at the door 

Had first abuse, and then a shilling. 

Some publio principles he had, 

But was no flatterer, nor fretter ; 
He rapped his bos when things were bad, 

And said, "I cannot make them better!" 
And much he loathed the patriot's anort. 

And much he scorned the placeman's shuffle, 
And cut the fiercest quarrels short. 

With — "Patience, gentlemen, and shuffle." 

For full ten years his pointer, Speed, 

Had couched beneath his master's table ; 
For twice ten years his old white steed 
' Had &ttened in his master's stable— 



bvGoOQic 



Old Quince averred, upon hia trotlt, 
They were the ugliest beasts in Devon j 

And noae knew why he led them both, 
With his own hands, six days in B«Ten. 
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A single man, but bent quite double, 
Sickness was coming on him thm, 

To take liim {rom a world of tronbI»— 
He prosed of sliding down tile hill, 

Discovered he grew older daily ; 
One frosty day he made his wilt — 

The next he sent for Dr. Bailey I 

And 80 he lived — and so be ^ed : — 
When laat I sat beside his pillow, 

He shook my hand — " Ah mo !" — he cried, 
"Penelope must wear the willow. 

Tell her I hugged her rosy chun 

While life was flickeriDg in the socket ; 

And say, that when I call again, 
I'll bring a license in my pocket. 

" Tve left my house and grounds to Fag — 

(I hope hia master's shoes will suit him ;) 
And I've bequeathed to yon my nag, 

To feed him for my sake— or shoot bim. 
The Vicar's wife will take old Fox— 

She'll find him an uncommon mouser ; 
And let her husband have my bOK, 

My Bible, and my Assmanshauser. 

" Whether 1 ought to die or not 

My doctors cannot quite determine ; 
It's only clear that I shall rot. 

And be, like Priam, ibod for vermin. 
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Hf debta are paid ; — -trat Nature's debt 
Almost escaped mj recoUection! 

Tom ! we efaall meet again ; and jet 
I cannot leave jou mj direction I" 



ni.— THE BELLE OF THE BALL. 

Tuna — years ago — ere jet mj dreams 

Had been of being vise and wittj ; 
Ere 1 had done with writing themes. 

Or jawn'd o'er this infranal Chittj ; 
Tears, jears ago, while all my joys 

Were ia my fowlii^-piece and filly ; 
In short, while I was yet a boy, 

I fell in love with Lanra Lillj. 

I Baw her at a oountey ball ; 

There when the sound of flute and fiddle 
Gave signal sweet in that old hall, 

Of hands across and down the middle, 
Hers was the subtlest spell by &r 

Of all that sets young hearts romancing : 
She was our queeb, our rose, our star ; 

Aad when she danced— oh, heaven, her dancing t 

Dark was her hair, her hand was white ; 

Her voice was exquisitely tender, 
Her eyes were fVill of liquid light ; 

I never saw a vaitt so slender ; 
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Her eyery look, her every smile, 

Shot right and left a score of arrows ; 

I thought 'twas Venus from her isle, 

I wondered where she 'd left; her aparrowa. 

She talk'd of poliUcs or prayers ; 

Of Southey's prose, or Wordsworth's Bonnets ; 
Of daggers or of dancing hears, 

Of battles, or the last new bonnets ; 
By candle-light, at twelve o'clock. 

To me it matter'd not a tittle, 
If those bright lips had quot«d Locke, 

I might have thought they murmured Little. 

Through sunny May, through sultry June, 

I loved her with a love eternal ; 
I spoke her praises to the moon, 

I wrote them for the Sunday Journal. 
My mother laughed ; 1 soon found out 

That andent ladies have no feeling ; 
My father frown'd ; but how should gout 

Find any happiness in kneeling } 

She was the daughter of a dean, 

Rich, fat, and ratiier apoplectic ; 
She hod one brother just thirteen. 

Whose color was extremely hectic ; 
Her grandmother, for many a year, 

Had fed the parish with her bounty ; 
Her second cousin was a peer, 

And lord-lieutenant of the oounty. 
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But titles and the three per oents, 

And mortg^es, atid great relations, 
And India bonda, and tithes and rents. 

Oh ! what are they to love'a sensatioDst 
Black eyes, lair forehead, clustering locks^ 

Such vealth, sach honors, Cupid chooses ; 
He cares as little for the stocks, 

As Baron Rothschild for the muses. 

She sketch'd ; the vale, the wood, the beach. 

Grew lovelier from her pencil's shading ; 
She botanized ; I envied each 

Young blossom in her boudoir fading ; 
She warbled Handel ; it was grand — 

She made the Catalina jealous ; 
She touch'd the organ ; I could stand 

For hours and houra and blow the bellows. 



She kept an albiun, too, at home, 

Well fill'd with all an album's glo 
Paintings of butterflies and Rome, 

Patterns for trimming, Persian stories 
Soft songs to Julia's coclcatoo, 

Fierce odes to &mine and to slaughter ; 
And autographs of Prince Laboo, 

And recipes of elder water. 



And she was flatter'd, worshipp'd, bored, 

Her steps were watch'd, her dress waa noted. 

Her poodle dog was quite adored. 
Her sayings were extremely quoted. 
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She laugh'd, and every heart was glad, 
As if the taxes were aboliah'd ; 

She frown'd, and every look was ^ad. 
As if the opera were demoliBh'd. 

She amil'd on maciy juat for fiin — 

I kne* that there was nothing in it ; 
I was the first, the only one 

Her heart had thought of for a minute ; 
I knew it, for she told me so, 

In phrase which was divinely moulded ; 
She wrote a charming hand, and oh ! 

How sweetly all her notes were folded I 

Our love was like most other Iotb^- 

A little glow, a little shiver.; 
A rosebud and a pair of gloves. 

And " Fly Not Yet," upon the river; 
Some jealousy of some one's heir. 

Some hopes of dying broken-hearted, 
A miniature, a lock of hair, 

The usual vowa — and then we parted. 

We parted — months and years roll'd by ; 

We met again four summers afler ; 
Our parting was all »ob and sigh — 

Our meeting was all mirth and laughter ; 
For in my heart's most secret cell, 

Viere bad been many odier lodgers ; 
And she was not the hall-room belle. 

But only. Mrs. — Something — Rogers. 
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Hon voglio cento acaiL—Smff, 

Oh Bay not that the minstrel's art, 

The pleasant gift of verse, 
Though his hopes decay, though his friends depart, 

Can ever be a curse ; — 
Though sorrow reign within his heart, 

And Penury hold his purse. 

Say not his toil is profitless; — 

Though he charm no rich relation, 
Hie Fairies all bis labors bless 

With such remuneration, 
As Mr, Hume would soon oonfraa 

Beyond his calculation. 

Aunuitieo, and three per centa^ 

Little cares be about them ; 
And India bonds, and tithes, and rents, 

He rambles on without them ; 
But love, and noble sentiments, — 

Oh, never bid him doubt them I 
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Young Florice rose from his humble bed. 
And pn/ed u a good youth should ; 

And forth he sped, with a lightaome tread, 
Into the Deighboring wood ; 

He knew where the berries were ripe and red, 
And where the old oak stood. 

And aa he lay at the noon of day, 

Beneath tie ancient tree, 
A grajhaired pilgrim passed that way ; 

A holy man was he, 
And he was wending forth to pray 

At a shrine in a far oountrie. 

Oh, fais was a weary wandering. 
And a song or two might cheer him. 

The piouB youth began to sing, 

As the ancient man drew near him ; 

The lark was mute as he touched the string, 
And the thrush said, " Hear him, hear him 1" 

He sang high tales of the martyred brave ; 

Of the good, and pure, and just ; 
Who have gone into the silent grave, 

In 8U(^ deep fiuth and trust, 
That the hopes and thoughts which stun and uvs 

Spring from tbmi buried dust. 

The ddt of &ce, and the stout of limb, 

Heek maids, and grandsires hoary ; 
Who have sung on the cross thwr rapturous hymn, 

As they passed to their doom of glory ; — ■ 
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Heir radiant &me is never dim, 
Nor their namea erased from etory. 

Time spsrea the stone vhere sleep the dead 
With angels watching round them ; 

^e mourner's grief is comforted, 

As he looks on the cbfuns tliat bound them ; 

And peace is shed on the murderer's head. 
And he kisses the tboms that crowned them. 

Such tales he told ; and the pilgrim heard 
In a trance of voiceless pleasure ; 

For the depths of his inmost soul were sUrred, 
By the sad and solemn measure : 
"I give thee my blessing," — was his word; 

" It is all I have of treasure !" 



A little child came bounding by ; 

And he, in a fragrant bower, 
Had ibund a gorgeous butterfly, 

Bare spoil for a nursery dower, 
Which, with fierce step, and eager eye, 

He chased from flower to flower. 

" Come hither, come hither," 'gan Florice caU ; 
And the urchin left his fiin ; 
So from the hall of poor Sir Paul 

Retreats the baffled dun ; 
So Ellen parts from the village ball, 
Where she leaves a heart half won. 
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Then Florice did the child ctresi, 

And Bang his sweetest soDgs : 
^eir theme was of the gentleness 

Which to the soul belongs, 
Et« yet it knows the name or dress 

Of bumau rights and wrongs. 

And of the wants which make agree 

All parts of this vast plan; 
Bow life is in whate'er we see, 

And only life in man : — 
What matter where the less ma; be, 

And where the longer span 1 

And how the heart grows hard without 

Soft Pity's freshening dews ; 
And how when any life goes out 

Some little pang ensues ; — 
Facts which great soldiers often doubt, 

And wits who write reviews. 

OH, Song hath power o'er Nature's springs, 
niODgh deep the Nymph has laid them 1 

The child gazed, gazed, on gilded wings, 
Aa the next light breeze displayed them ; 

But he felt the while that the meanest things 
Are dear to him that made them I 



The sun went down behind the hilt. 
The breeze was growing colder 
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But there the minBtrel lingend stiin ; 

And unazed the chance beholder, 
Muung beside a rippliog rill, 

With a harp upon his shoulder. 

And soon, on a graoefiil steed and tame, 

A sleek Arabian mare, 
The Lad^ Juliana came, 

Biding to take the sir. 
With Ionia of fame, at whose proud name 

A radical would swear. 

The minstrel touched his lute ^;un. — 
It was more than a Sultan's crown, 

When the lady cheeked her bridle rein, 
And lit irom her palirey down : — 

What would jou give for such a str^. 
Bees, Longman, Orroe, and Brown 1 

He sang of Beauty's dazzling ejes, 

Of Beauty's melting tone ; 
And how her praise is a richer prize 

Than the gems of Persia's throne ; 
And her love a bliss which the coldly wise 

Have never, never known. 

He told how the valiant scoff at fear, 
Whrai the sob of her grief is heard ; 

How they couch the spear fbr a smile or tear 
How they die for a single word ; — 

Things which, I own, to me appear 
Exceedingly absurd. 
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Hie Ladv BOon hftd heard enough : 

She turned to hear Sir Deny s 
Discourse, in laoguage TBstlj gruff, 

About his skill at Tennis; 
While smooth Sir Guy described the stuff 

Hb mistress wore at Venice: 

The Lady smiled one radiant smile, 

And the Lady rode away. — ■ 
^ere is not a lady in all our'Isle, 

I have heard a Poet say, 
Who can listen more than a little vhile 

To a poet's sweetest lay. 

His mother's voice was fierce and shrill,' 
As she set the mUk and fruit : 

" Out on thine unrewarded skill. 

And on thy vagrant lute ; 
Let the strings be broken au they will, 

And the beggar lipa be mute !" 

Peace, peace ! — the Pilgrim as he went 

Foi^t the minstrel's song ; 
But the blessing that his wan lips sent 

Will guard the minstrel long; 
And keep his spirit innocent, 

And turn his hand from wrong. 

Belike the child had little thought 

Of the moral the minstrel drew ; 
But the dream of a deed of kindness wrought — 

Brings it not peace to you 1 
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And dotb not a lesson of viitiie taught 
Teadi him that teaches too I 

And if the Lady sighed no sigh 
For the minstrel or hia hymn ;-~ 

But when he shall lie 'neath the moonlit sky, 
Or Up the goblet's brim, 

What a star in the midst of memory 
Her smile will be to him 1 
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THE COVENANTER'S LAMENT FOR BOTH- 
WELL BRIGG. 



Thk men of an prevail t 
Once more ib» prince of this world liita hia horn : 
Judah is scattered as the chafT is borne 

Before the stormy gale. 

Where are our brethren 1 where 
^e good and true, the terrible and fleet 1 
Tb&j whom we loTcd, with whom we sat at meal^ 

With whom we kneeled in prayer t 

Mangled and marred they lie, 
Upon the bloody pillow of tfaeir rest : 
Stem Dalzell smiles, and Clavers with a jest 

Spurs his fierce charger by. 

So let our foes rejoice ; — 
We to the Lord, who hears their impious boasts, 
Will call for comfort ; to the God of Hosta 

We wiU lift up our voice. 
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Give ear unto our song j 
For we are wandering o'er our native land, 
As sheep that have no shepherd ; and tba hud 

Of wicked men is strong. 

Only to diee we bow. 
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Be thon our guard aiid,guide ! 
Forth firom the spoiler's synagogue we go, 
Tlut ve may worship where the torrenta flow, 

And where tlie whirlwinds ride. 

From lonely rooks and oaves 
We will pour forth our saorifice of prayer. — 
On, brethren, to the mountaina ! Seek we there 

Safe temples' quiet graves ! 
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" Fly on," said Wisdom, with cold aneen ; 

" I teach m; friends to doubt jon ;" 
" Come back," sud Age, with bitter tears, 

" iij heart is cold without joa." 

"When Poverty beaet their path, 

And threatened to divide them, 
They coaxed away the beldame's wrath. 

Ere she had breath to chide them, 
By vowing all her rags were silk, 

Ajid all her bitters, honey, 
And showing taste for bread and milk, 

And utter scorn of m-oaey. 

They met stern Danger in their way, 

Upon a ruin seated ; 
Before him kings bad qut^ed that day, 

And armies had retreated : 
But he was robed in such a doud. 

As Love and Hope oame near him. 
That though he thundered long and loud. 

They did not see or hear him, 

A gray-beard joined them, Time by name ; 

And Love was nearly crazy, 
To find that he was very lame. 

And also very lazy : 
Hope, as he listened to her tale, 

Tied wings upon his jacket; 
And then they far outran the mtul, 

And far outstuled the packet 
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BOFl A.S1> LOTS. 

And BO, Then the; bad safely passed 
O'er many a land and billow, 

Before a grave they stopped at lost, 
Beneath a weeping wiUow : 

He moon upon the humble mound 
Her softest light was flinging ; 
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PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 



LIST ABABKLLA rUSTIAN TO LORD CLARXKOK FDeTUlT. 

fl wet, ThBa Aotori flist ippew, 
The load colllBian of appUnding glovca I 

MODLTBIB. 

Your labors, my talented brother, 

Are happily over at last ; 
They tell me, that, somehow or other, 

The bill is rejected, — or past : 
And now you'll be coming, I'm certain, 

As &st as your posters can crawl. 
To help UB to draw up our curtain, 

As usual, at Fustian Hall, 

Arrangements are nearly completed ; 

But still we've a lover or two, 
"Whom Lady Albina entreated. 

We'd keep at all hazards for you : 
Sir Arthur makes horrible iaces, — 

Lord John is a trifle too tall, — 
And yours are the safest embraces 

To faint in, at Fustian Hall. 
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PBITATE TBKATKI0AL8, 

Come, Clarenoe ; — it's really enchaTiting 

To listen and look at the rout : 
We're all of us puffing, and puitiiig, 

And raving, and running about -, 
Here Eatty uid Adelaide bustle ; 

There Andrew and Anthony bawl ; 
Flutes murmur, (diainB rattle, robes rustle, 

Jn ohoraa, at Fustian Hall. 

B; the bye, tliere are two or three matters, 

We wuit you to bring us from town ; 
He Inca's vhite plumes from the hatter's, 

A nose and a hump for the Clown ; 
We want a few harps for our banquet, 

We want a few masks for our ball : 
And steal from your wise friend Rosanquet 

His white wig, for Fustian Hall. 

Huncomunca must have a huge saber, 

Friar Tuck has forgotten his .cowl ; 
And we're quite at a stand-still willi Weber, 

For want of a lizard and owl : 
And then for our funeral procession. 

Pray get ua a love of a pall ; 
Or how shall we make an impression 

On feelings, at Fustian Hall 1 

And, Clarence, you'll really delight us, 
If you'll do your endeavor to bring 

From the Club a young person to write us 
Our prologue, and that sort of thing ; 
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9 FBITAIX THll.T*IOAIia. 

Poor Crotcbet, wbo did them axfrnadj, . 

Is gone, for A judge, to Bengal ; 
I fear ve shall miss Mm extremely, 

This season, at Fustiaa HalL 

' Come, darenoe ; — ycmt idol Alblna 

Will make a sensation, I feel ; 
We all think tbere never was seen a 

Peiformer, bo like the O'Neill. 
At rebearsala, her ezqniate Saaaj 

Has deeply afiecAed us all ; 
For one tear that trickles at Druiy, 

There'll be twenty at Fustian HalL 

Dread objects are scattered before her, 

On purpose to harrow her soul ; 
She Btares, till a deep speli comea o'er her. 

At a knife, or a cross, or a bowl. 
The sword never seems to alarm her, 

"Diat hangs on a peg to the wall, 
And she doata on thy rusty old armor, 

Lord Fustian, of Fustian Hall. 

She stabbed a bright mirror this morning,— 

Poor Kitty was quite out of breath, — 
And trampled, in anger. and Booming, 

A bonnet and feathers to death. 
But hark,^'ve a part in the Stranger, — 

There's the Prompter's detesuble call : 
Come, Clarence, — oiir Romeo and Hanger, 

We want you at Fustian Hall. 
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ILIXAHDKB AKD DlOOXmC, 

Naming no name of friend or foe, 
And reckless if they heard or no. 

" Af , go thy Tray, thou punted thing, 
Puppet, which mortals call a king, 
^doming thee with idle gems, 
With drapery and diadems, 
And scarcely guessing, that beneatb 
He purple robe and laurel wreath, 
There's nothing but the oommou slime 
Of human clay and human crime ! — ■ 
My rags are not so rich, — but they 
Will serve as well to cloak decay, 

"And ever round thy jeweled brow 
False slaves and &lser friends will bow ; 
And Flattery, — as varnish flings 
A baseness on the brightest things, — 
WUl make the monardi's deeds i^pear 
All worthless to the monarch's ear, 
Till thou wUt turn and think that Fame, 
So vilely drest is worse than shame t — 
The gods be thanked for all their mercies, 
Diogenes hears naught but curses I 

** And thou wilt banquet ! — air and sea 
Will render up their hoards for thee ; 
And golden cups for Uiee will hold 
Bich nectar, rioher than the gold. 
The cunning caterer still must share 
Hie dainties which his toils prepare; 
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AXIXl.irDER XKS DIOOIBKB. 

* 7^e pa^'s lip must taste the vine 
Before he fUls the cup far thine ! — 
Wilt feast with me on Hecate's cheer t 
I dread no royal hemlodi here I 
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It I «ou]d Bcare the sun awfiy, 

No light should ever shine ; 
If I could bid the douds obey, 

Thiok darkness should be mine ; 
Where'er my weary footsteps Toam, 

I hate whate'er I see ; 
And fitncy builds a T^rer borne 

In Slumber's hour for me. 

I had a viuon yesternight 

Of a iairer land tbui this, 
Where Heaven was clothed in wanntb and light, 

Where Earth was full of bliss ; 
And^every tree was rich with fruits, 

And every field with flowers, 
And every zephyr wakened lutes 

In passion-haunted bowers. 
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I (Cambered up a lofty rook. 

And did not find it Bteep ; 
I read tbroogh & page and a half of Looke 

And did not &11 asleep. 
I Bud whate'er I may but feel, 

I paid whate'er I owe ; 
And I dtmced one day an Irish reel 

Witb the gout in every toe. 

And I was more than e\x feet high, 

And ibrtanate and wise ; 
And I had a voice of melody, 

And beautiful blaclc eyes ; 
My horses like the lightning went, 

My barrels carried true ; 
And 1 held my tongue at an argument, 

And vinning cards at Loo^ 

I saw an old Italian priest, 

Who spoke without dii^ae; 
And I dined with a Judge, who swore, like Best, 

All libeU should he lies. 
I bought for a penny a two-penny loaf 

Of wheat, and nothing more ; 
I danced with a female philosopher 

Who was not quite a' bore. 

Hiere was a crop of wheat which grew 
Where plough was never brought ; 

There was a noble lord who knew 
What he was never taught. 
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There waa a scheme in the gazette 
For a lottery without blankg ; 

And a Parliament had latelj' met, 
Without a smgle Bankea. 

And there were Kinga vho Derer went 

To coft for half a atom ; 
And Lawyers who were eloquent 

Without a wig or gown : 
And Statesmen who forebore to praise 

l^eir gray hounds and their guns ; 
And Poeta who deserred the hays, 

And did not dread the duns ; 

And Boroughs were bought without a test, 

And no man feared the Pope; 
And the Irish oabina were all poaseaaed 

Of Liberty and soap ; 
And the Chancellor, feeling very fdok, 

Had just resigned the seals ; 
And a derer little Catholic 

Was hearing Scotch appeals, 

lliere was no fraud in the penal oode, 

No dunce in the public schools, 
No dust or dirt on a private road, 

No shame in Wellesly Pole, 
Hiey showed me a figurante, whose name 

Had never known disgrace ; 
And a gentleman of spotlesa &me. 

With Mr. Boohsa's &ce. 
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It was an idle dream — ^but thou, 

Beloved one I irert there ; 
With thy dark clear ejes and beaming brow, 

White neok and floating hair ; 
And oh ! I had an honest heart, 

And a house of Portland Stone ; 
And thou wert dear, sa still thou art : 

And more than dear — my own. 

Oh bitterness ! the morning broke, 

Alike for boor and bard ; 
And thou wert married when I woke. 

And all the rest were marred : 
And toil and trouble, noise and st«am, 

Came back with coming ray, 
And if I thought the dead could dream, 

rd hang mTselC ta-dt,y. 
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PALINODIA. 

ITot aiiM tbi3 lauon — bnt <izpeilgac*'i wbieh it tanglit ma. 

Thkbx was a time when I could feel 

All passion'a hopea and fears, 
And tell what tongues can ne'er rereal, 

By smiles, and sighs, and tears. 
Hie da^B are gone ! no more I no more, 

The cruel fates allow ; 
And though I'm hardly twenty-four, 
I'm not a lover now ! 
Lady, the mist is on my sight, 

The chill is on my brow ; 
My day is night, my bloom is blight, 
I'm not a lover now I 

I never talk about iJte clonda, 

I laugh at girls and boys; 
Tm growing rather fond of <»owda, 

And very fond of noise — 
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PALINOSIA. 

I Aerer wander forth alone 



»i by Google 



I don't encourage idle dreama 

Of poison, or of ropes ; 
I cannot dine on aity schemes, 

I cannot sup on hopes I 
Now milk I own is very fine, 

Just foaming from the cov ; 
But yet, I want my pint of wine — 

I'm not a lover now ! 

When Laura aings young hearts away, 

Tm deafer than iho deep ; 
When Leonora goes to play, 

I sometimes go to sleep ; 
When Mary draws her white gloves out, 

I never dance, I vow — 
Too hot to kick one's heels about !— 

I'm not a lover now ! 

Fm busy with the State afiairs, 

I prate of Pitt and Fox ! 
I ask the price of railroad shares, 

I watch the .turn of stocks. 
And this is life — no verdure blooms 

Upon the withered bough ; 
I save a fortune in perfumes — ■ ' 

I'm not a lover now ! 

I may be yet what others are, 

A boudoir's babbling fool ; 
The flattered star of bench and bar, 

A party's chief or tool. 
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F&LISODIA. 

Come BhoTer or sunshine— hope or iear, 

The palace or the plough, 
My heart and lute are broken here — ■ 

I'm not a loTcr now ! 

Lady, the mist is on my sisht. 
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SCHOOL AND SCHOOL-FELLOWS. 



TwxLVK years ago I made a mock 

Of filthy trades and traflicB : 
I wondered what they meant by stock ; 

I wrote delightful sapphica : 
I knew the atreets of Rome and 'ftoy, 

I Bupp'd with fetea and furies; 
Twelve years ago I was a boy, 

A happy boy, at Drury's. 

Twelve years ago ! — how many a thought 

Of faded paints and pleasures 
Those whispered syllables have brought 

From memory's hoarded treasures ! 
The fields, the forms, the beasts, the books, 

The glories and disgraces, 
The voices of dear friends, the looks 

Of old ikmiliar faces. 

Where are my fHends ? — I am alone. 
No playmate shares my beaker — 

Some lie beneath the church-yard atone. 
And some before the Speaker ; 
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SOHOOL AKD B OHO OL-TKLLOTa. 
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i BOaOOL ^ND aOHOOL-VBLLOVa. 

But often vhen the carea of life 

Have set my templea aching, 
When visions haunt me of a vi&, 

When duns await my w&king, 
When Lady Jane is in a pet, 

Or Hobby in a hurry. 
When Captain Hazard wins a bet, 

Or Beaulieu apoiJa a curry : 

For hours and hours, I think and talk 

Of each remember'd hobby ; 
I loDg to lounge in Poet's Walk — 

To shiver in die lobby; 
I wish that I could run away 

From house and court, and levee. 
Where bearded men appear to-day, - 

Just Eton boys, grown heavy ; 

That I could bask in childhood's sun, 

And dance o'er childhood's roses ; 
And find huge wealth in one pound one. 

Vast wit and broken noaes ; 
And pray Sir Giles at Dat«het Lane, 

And call the milk-maida Houris } 
lliat I could be a boy again — 

A happy boy at Drurj's ! 
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TO A LADY. 

Wail are 70U, lady } — naught la here 

To tell us of your name or etory ; 
To dium the gazer's smile or tear, 

To dub you whig, or daub you tory. 
It is beyond a poet's skill, 

To form the slightest notion, whether 
We e'er shall walk llirongh one q^uadriUfl^ 

Or look upon one moon together. 

You're very pretty ! — all the world 

Are talking of your bright brow's splmdor^ 
And of your locks, so softly curled, 

And of your hands, so white and slender; 
Soma think you're blooming in Bengal ; 

Some say you're blowing in the raty ; 
Some know you're nobody at all ; 

I only feel, you're very pretty. 

But bless my heart ! it's very wrong : 
You're making all our belles ferodous ; 

Anne " never saw a chin so long ;" 
And Laura thinks your dress " atrocious ;" 
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I TO A LADT, 

And Ladj Jaoe, who now and tlien 

la taken for the village steeple, 
b sure you can't be four feet ten. 

And "wonders at the taste of people." 

Soon pass the praises of a face; 

Swift fades the very best vermHion; 
Fame ridea a most prodigious pace ; 

Oblivion follows on the pillion ; 
And all, who, in these sultry rooms, 

To-day have stared, and pushed, and &inte^ 
Will soon forget your pearls and plumes, 

Aa if they never had been painted. 

Toull be foi^tten — as old debts 

By persons who are used to borrow ; 
Forgotten — aa the sun that sets, 

When shines a new one on the morrow; 
Foi^ott^i — like the lusdoua peach. 

That blessed the school-boy last September ; 
Forgotten — like a maiden speedi. 

Which all men praise, but none remfimber. 

Yet, ere you sink into the stream, 

That whelms alike, sage, saint, and martyr. 
And soldier's sword, and minstrel's theme^ 

And Canning's wit, and Gatton's charter, 
Here of the fortunes of your youth 

My fancy weaves her dim oonjectures. 
Which have, perhaps, as much of truth 

As Passion's vows, or Cobbett's lecturss. 
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TO A lADT. 

Was't in the nofth or in the south, 
That summer-breezes rocked joxa oradlel 

And had you In your baby mouth 
A Tooden or a silver ladle 1 
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Or do 70U love to knit and sev, 
The fitahionable world's Arachne 1 

Or do you oaiit«r down the Row, 
Upon a very long-tailed hackney } 

And do you love your broUier James } 

And do you pet his mares and setters! 
And have your friends romantic names 1 

And do you irrite them long, long letters 1 
And are you — since the world began 

All women ar&r-a little spiteful 1 
And don't you dote on Malibran "i 

And don't you think Tom Moore delightful 1 

I see they've brought you flowers to-day, 

Delicious food for eyes and noses ; 
But carelessly you turn away 

From all the pinks, and all the roses ; 
Say, is that fond look sent m search 

Of one whose look as fondly answers T 
And is he, fairest, in the church, 

Or is he — wnt he — ^in the Lancers 1 

And is your love a motley page 

Of black and white, half joy, half sorrow] 
Are you to wait till you're of agel 

Or are you to be his to-morrow ] 
Or do they bid you, in their scorn. 

Your pure and sinless flame to smother 1 
Is he so very meanly bom t 

Or are you married to another ! 
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Whate'er you are, at last, adieu ! 

I think it is your bounden duty 
To let the rhymes I coin for 70U, 

Be prized by all who prize your beau^. 
From you I Beek nor gold nor fiune ; 

From you I fear do oniel strictures; 
I wish som« girls that I could name 

Were half as silent as their pictures t 
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CONFESSIONS. 



1. esI^GaSABlAX, 

Iir youth, when pen and fingers first 

Coined rhymes for all who choose to seek 'em, 
Ere luring hope's gay hubbies burst, 

Or C3iitty was my vade mecvm, 
£re years had charactered my brov 

With the deep lines, that well become it, 
Or told me that warm hearts could grow 

Cold as Mont Blano'a snow-covered summit. 

When my slov step and solemn swing 

Were steadier and somewhat brisker, 
When velvet collars were " the thing," 

And long before I wore a whisker, 
Ere I had measured six feet two, 

Or bought Havauas by the dozen, 
I fell in love — as many do — 

She was an angel — hem — my cousin. 

Sometimes my eye, its fiirtive glance 
Cast back on memory's short-hand record; 

I wonder — if by any chance 

Life's future page will be so checkered I 
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iSj angel- cousin 1 — mb I her form — 
Her lofty brow — her cnirla of r&ren, 

Eyes barker than the tbundeT stOTd, 
Its lightainzB flft ^h ing tcoia their 



Her lip with muai« eloquent 

As her own grand upright [nano ; 
No — never yet was peri lefit 

To earth like thee, sweet Adiiana, 
I may not — dare not — call to mind 

The joys that once my breast elated. 
Though yet, raethinks, the morning wind 

Sweeps o'^ my eA, with thy tonea irugbted; 

And then I pause, aai turn askle 

From pleasure's throng of panglearhaartod. 
To weep ! No. S^itiment and pride 

Are by eadi other always thwarted ! 
I press my hand upon my brow. 

To still the throbbing pulse that hetTM it, 
Becal my boyhood's faltered tow, 

And marvel — if ^e still believes it. 

But she Is woman— and her heart, 

Like her tiara's brightest jewel. 
Cold — hard — timrindled by some art, 

Then quenchless bums — itself its fuel — 
So poets say. Vfdl, let it pass. 

And those who list may yield it erodit ; 
But as toi constancy, alas 1 

I've never known — Pve only read it. 
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L60 OOKTKSBIOKa, 

Love ! 'tis ft roring fire, at most 

The enerpo mmta of life's ocean; 
Now flashing through the storm, now lost — 

Who trust, 'tia said, rue l^eir devotion. 
It may be, 'tis a mooted creed — 

I have my doubts, and it — ^believers, 
Though one is faithless — whera'a the need 

Of shunning all — as gay decdvers 1 

I said I loved. I did. But ours 

Wag felt, not growled hysena fashion I 
We wandered jiot at moonlight hours. 

Some dignity restrained the passion t 
We loved — 1 never stooped to woo ; 

We met — I always doffed my beaver ; 
She smiled a careless " how d'ye do — 

Good morning, sir ;" — I rose to leave her. 

She loved — she never told me so ; 

I never asked — ^I could not doubt it ; 
For there were signs on cheek and brow ; 

And asking ! Love is known without it 1 
Twas understood — we were oottt«nt. 

And Tode, and sung, and waltzed together ! 
Alone, without embarrassment 

We talked of something — not the leeather/ 

l^me rolled along — the parting hour 

With arrowy speed brought its distresses, 

A kiss — a miniature — a flower — 
A ringlet from those raven tresses; 
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A LETTER OF ADVICE. 



nOX HIBB IfKDOBU TKSVILUV, AT PADUA, TO 1 
ARAMOnrA TATABOCS, IN ttOTDOR. 



Too tell me yon're promised a lorer, 

My own Ammi&U, n«xl weak ; 
Why cannot my fency dwcover 

The hue c^ his coat and his tihedk I 
Alas ! if he looks like another, 

A vicar, a banker, a bean. 
Be deaf to your father and mother, 

My lown Araminta, say " No I" 

If he wears a top boot in his wooing, 

If he comes to you riding a cob, 
If he talks of hia baking or brewing, 

If he puts up hia feet on the hob, 
If he ever drinks port after dinner, 

If his brow or his breeding is low, 
If he calls himself " Thompson" or " Skinner," 

My own Araminta, say " No 1" 
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«. ISTTriB or ADTIOI. 

If he studies the nevs in tlie papers, 

While you are preparing tite tea, 
If he talks of the damps and the vapon, 

While moonlight lies soft on the sea, 
If he's sleepy while you are capriuous, 

If he has not a musical " Ob !" 
If he does not call Werter delicious, 

My own Araminta, say " No !" 

If he ever sets foot in the dty, 

Among the stockbrokers and Jews, 
If he has not a heart full of pity, 

If he dcm't stand sis feet in his shoes, 
If his lips are not redder than roses, 

If his hands are not whiter than snow, 
If he has not the model of noses — 

My own Araminta, say " No !" 

If he speaks of a tax or a duty, 

If he does not look grand on his knees, 
If he's blind to a landscape of beauty, 

Hills, valleys, rocks, waters, and'trees, 
If he dotes not on desolate towers, 

If he likes not to hear the blast blow. 
If he knows not the language of flower^— 

My own Araminta, say " No !" 

He must walk like a god of old story, 
Come down from the home of his rest; 

He must smile like the sun in its glory, 
On the buds be loves ever the best : 
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164 A LKTIIB OT ADVIOX. 

And, oh, from its ivory portal, 

Like namo his soft speech must flow ! — ■ 
If he sjieak, emUe, or walk like a mortal — 

My own Aramlnta, say " No !" 

Don't listen to tales of his beauty, 

Don't hear what they tell of his birth, 
Don't look at his seat in the county. 

Don't calculate what he is worth; 
But give him a theme to write verse on, 

And see if he turns out his toe ; — 
If he's only an excellent person, — 

My own Araminta, say " No!" 
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IBS OOB BALL. 

The Toice that was best whea it faltered, 

Is fioller and firmer in tone : 
And tlie amile that ehould never have altered, — 

Dear Clarence ; — it ia not jour own ; 
Your cravat waa badly selected, 

Tour coat don't become jou at all ; 
And why is your hair so neglected t 

Tou must have it curled for our B^ 

I've oflea been out upon Haldoa 

To look for a oovey with Pup ; 
Tve often been over to Shaldon, 

To see how your boat is l^d up. 
In spite of the terrors of Aunty, 

I've ridden the filly you broke ; 
And IVe studied your sweet little D&nta 

In the shade of your favorite oak : 
When I est ia July to Sir Lawrence, 

I sat in your love c^ a shawl ; 
And m wear what you brought me from Floreno*, 

Perhaps, if youll oome to our BalL 

Youll fiad us all changed since you vanidied; 

We've set up a National School ; 
And waltzing is utterly banished ; 

And Ellen has married a fool ; 
The Major ia going to travel ; 

Miss Hyadnth threatens a rout ; 
The walk is laid down with fresh graral ; 

Papa is lud up with the goat ; 
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And Jaa» has gone on vitfa her e&sela, 
And Anne boa goae oS irith Sir Pwil ; 

And Fuinf is nek widi the measles, — 
And I'll tell 7on the rest st the BbU. 

You'll meet all yoor beautjes ; — ^the Lily 

And the Fairy of Willowbrook Farm, 
And Lucy, who made me so silly 

At DawUeh, by taking your arm ; 
Miss Manners, who always abused you, 

For talking so much about Hock ; 
And her sister who often amused yon, 

By raving of rebels and Rock ; 
And something which surely would answer 

An heiress quite fresh from Boigal ; — 
So, though you were seldom a dancer, 

You'll dance, just for onoe, at our Be^. 

But out on the world ! — from the flowers 

It shuts out the sunshine of truth : 
It blights the green leaves in the bowers, 

It makes an old age of our youth : 
And the flow of our feeling, onee in it. 

Like a streamlet heginning to freeze, 
l^ough it cannot turn ice in a minute, 

Grows harder by sudden degrees. 
Time treads o'er the graves of affection ; 

Sweet honey is turned into gall ; 
Perhaps you have no recollection 

That ever yon danced at our Ball. 
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[88 OUB BALL. 

You once could b« pleased ■mtii our ballads ;--■ 

To-day you have critical ears ; 
You once could be charmed with our salads; 

Alas ! youVe been dining with Peers ; 
You trifled and flirted with many ; 

You've foi^tten the when and the how ; 
Iliere was one you liked better than any ; 

Perhaps you've foi^ttan her now. 
But of tiiosQ yon remember moat newly, 

Of those who delight or enthral. 
None love you a quarter so truly 

As some you will find at our BaU. 

Hiey tell me you've many who flatter, 

Because of your wit and your song ; 
They tell me (and what does it matter t) 

You like to be prused by the tlirong : 
They tell me you're shadowed with laurel. 

They tell me you're loved by a Blue; 
They tell me you're sadly immoral — 

Dear Clarence, that cannot be true 1 
But to me you are still what I found you 

Before you grew clever and tall ; 
And youll think of the spell that once bound you : 

And youll come, won't you come "! to our Balll 
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MY PARTNEE. 



" There it, perhaps, no snbject of more QniTSnal Intereat in tlitt 
wholtnuiKe ofiistiinJ knowledge, thin that of the onoeaaing flnctiu- 
ttOM whioh Uke {daoe in the atmoephara in irhidi we iM inuDtaMd." 



At Cheltenham, where one drinks one's fill 

Of folly and oold water, 
I danced, last year, my first qnadrille, 

With old Sir GJeofirey's daughter. 
Her cheek with summer's rose might vie, 

When aummer'a rose is newest; 
Her eyes were blue as autumn's sky, 

When antomn's sky b bluest ; 
And well my heart might deem her one 

Of life's most precious flowerti, 
For half her thoughts were of its son, 

And half were of its showers, 

I spoke of novele : — " Vivian Grey" 

Was poritively oharming. 
And " Almack's" Iniimtely gay, 

Ami " Frankeiuteiii" alarming j 
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I «ud " De Verc" was diastoly told, 

Thought well of "Herbert Lacy," 
Called Mr. Banim's aketches " bold," 

And Lady Morgan's " racy ;" 
I rowed the laat new thing of Hook's 

Was vastly entertaining ; 
And Laura said — " I dote on books. 

Because it's always raining I" 

I talked of mule's gorgeous &ue, 

I raved about Bossini, 
Hoped Bonao would come back again, 

And critidsed Pacini ; 
I wished the i^rus singers dumb, 

Hie tnimpeta more pacifio. 
And eulogised Brocard's a plomi, 

And voted Paul " terrific," 
What cared she for Medea's pride 

Or Deedemona'a sorrow 1 
"Alas !" my beauteous listener sighed, 

" We muit have storms to-morrow !" 

I told her tales of Other Isnib; 

Of ever-boiling fountuns, . 
Of poisonous lakes, and barren sands, 

Vast forests, trackless mountuns ; 
I painted bright Italian skies, 

I lauded Persian Bosee, 
Coined similes fbr Spwdsli cryHj 

And jests tar Indian noses; 
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I I&oghed at Lisbon's love of mass, 
And Vienna's drend of treason ; 

And Laura asked me where the glass 
Stood at Madrid last leason, 

I broached whate'er had gone its rounds, 

Tha week before, of scandal ; 
What made Sir Luke \a.j down his hounds, 

And Jane take up her Handel ; 
Why Julia walked upon the heath, 

With the pale moon above her ; 
Where Flora lost her false front teeth, 

And Anne her &l8e lover ; 
How Lord do B. and Mrs. L. 

Had crossed the sea together ; 
My shuddering partner cried — " Oh, Csil I 

How eould they, in such weather 1" 

Was she a blue 1 — I put my trust 

In stratSi, petals, gases ; 
A boudoir-pedant 1 — I discussed 

Hie b^ and tJie faeces ; 
A cockney-muae 1 — 1 mouthed a deal 

Of folly from Endymitm ; 
A saint t — I praised the pioue zeal 

Of Messrs. Way and Simeon ; 
A politidan t — It was vain 

, To quote the morning paper ; 
The horrid phantoms oome again. 

Bain, hail, and snow, and vapor. 
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Flat flattery was my only chance, 

I acted deep devotion, 
Found magic in her every glance, 

Grace in her every motion ; 
I wasted all a stripling's lore. 

Prayer, passion, folly, feelinj^ ; 
And wildly looked upon the floor. 

And wildly on the ceiling ; 
I envied glovea upon her arm, 

And shawls upon her shoulder ; 
And when my worship was most warm. 

She "never found it colder." 

I don't object to wealth or laud ; 

And ^e will Jiave the giving 
Of an extremely pretty hand, 

Some thousands, and a living. 
She mahes nlk purses, broiders stools. 

Sings sweetly, dances finely. 
Paints screens, subscribes to Sunday schoola, 

And Bits a horse divinely. 
But to be linked ibr life to her ! 

The desperate man who tried it, 
Might marry a barometer. 

And hang himself beside it I 
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But I bad such a pain in my forehead, 

And felt so ennuied and so tired, 
I must have looked perfectly horrid — 

Yet they say I was really admired ! 
You'll smile — but mamma heard a lancer, 

As he whispered his friend, and stud he, 
"The best and most beautiful dancer 

Is the lady in white" — meaning me ! 

I've been once to Lord Dorival's loireet, 

Whose daughter in music excels — 
Do they still wear the silk they call moireaf 

They will know if you ask at Pardel'a — 
She begged me to join in a duett, 

But the melody died on my tongue ; 
And I thought I should never get through it, 

It was one we so often have sung. 

In your last you desire me to mention 

The news of the court and the town; 
But there's nothing now worth your attention. 

Or deserving of my noting down. 
They say things are bad in the city, 

And pa thinks they'll only get worse ; 
And they say new bonnets are pretty, 

But I think them quite the reverse. 

Lady Black has brought out her three daughten, 

Good figures but timid and shy ; 
Mrs. White's gone to Bath for the waters. 

And the doctors declare she will die. 
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It's all off *twixt Miaa Brown and Sir Steptten, 
He found they could never agree ; 

Her temper's so very uneven, 
I always said hov it would be. 

The Miss Whites are grown very fine creatnrea, 

Though they loolc rather large in a room ; 
Miss Gray is gone off in her features, 

Miss Green has gone off— with her groom I 
Lord Littleford's dead, and that noodle 

His son has succeeded his sire ; 
And her Ladyship's lost the fine poodle, 

That you and I used to admire. 

Little Joe is advancing in knowledge, 

He begs me to send his regard. 
And Charles goes on Monday to college, 

But mamma thinks he studies too hard. 
We are loosing our man-cook, he marries. 

My French femme de ehambrt, Baptistej 
Pa wishes you'd send one from Paria, 

But he must be a first rate artitle. 

1 don't like my last new piano. 

Its tones are eo terribly sharp; 
I think I must give it to Anna, 

And get pa to buy me a harp. 
little Gerald is growing quite mannish, 

He was smoking just now a cigar ! 
And I'm luring hard at the Spanish, 

And Lucy has learned the guitar. 
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I fluppou 70a cm tallc like an utiat. 

Of sUtues, busts, puntii^B, vtrAt ; 
But. pray, love, don't torn Bonapartiat, 

Pa will never consent if you do [ 
" You were bom," he will say, " Sir, a Briton," 

But foi^ve me so foolish a fear ; 
If I thought you could blame what I've written, 

I would soon wash it out with a tear t 

I pray, sir, bow like you the ladies. 

Since you've quitted the land of your birthl 
1 have beard the dark dotmss of Cadiz 

Are the loveliest women on earth. 
The Italians are lively and witty, 

But I ne'er could th^r manners endun ; 
Nor do I think French women pretty, 

Though they have a most charming toKmvrt! 

I was told you were ftirldng at Calus, 

And next were intriguing at Rome ; 
But I smiled at their impotrait malice. 

Yet I must say I wished you at home ! 
Though I kept what I fancied in petto. 

And felt you would ever be ttue. 
Yet I dreamed of the murderer's stiletto 

Each night — and its victim was you ! 

Fm arrived at the raid of my paper, 
So, dearest, you'll not think it mde, 

If I ring for my seal and a taper, 
And think it hi^ time to conclude. 
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Adieu then — dejected and lonely, 
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TIME'S CHANGES. 

I BIT her once — so fresUy feir 

Iluit, like a blossom just unfolding, 
She open'd to Life's cloudless air ; 

And Nature joj'd to view its moulding : 
Her smile it haunts my memory jet — 

Her cheek's fine hue divinely glowing— 
Her rosebud mouth — her eyes of jet — 

Around on all their light bestowing ; 
Oh ! who could look on such a form, 

So nobly free, so softly tender, 
And darkly dream that earthly storm 

Should dim such sweet, delicious splendor I 
Tot in her mien, and in her &c«, 

And in her young step's fairy lightness, 
Naught could the raptured gazer trace 

But Beauty's glow, and Pleasure's brigl 



I saw her twice — an alter'd cliarm — 
But still of magic, richest, rarest, 

^lian girlhood's talisman less warm, 
Though yet of earthly ughts the &ireBt : 
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upon ber breast she lield a child, 

^e veiy image of iU mother ; 
Which ever to her Bmiling smiled, 

llief seem'd to live but in each other :— 
But matron cares, or lurking wo, 

Her thoughtless, sinless look bad bamab'd, 
And from her cheek the roseate glow 

Of girlhood's balmy mom had vanish'd; 
Within her ejea, upon her brow, 

Laj something softer, fonder, deeper, 
As if in dreams some Tision'd wo 

Had broke the Elysium of the sleeper, 

I saw her thrice — Fate's dark decree 

In widow's garment!) bad array'd her, 
Yet beautiful she seem'd to be, 

As even my reveries portrayed her ; 
Tiie glow, the glance bad pass'd away. 

The sunshine and the sparkling glitter ; 
S^I, though I noted pale decay, 

The retrospect was scarcely bitter ; 
Por, in their place a calmness dwelt, 

Serene, subduing, soothing, holy; 
In feeling which, the bosom felt 

That every louder mirth is folly — 
A pensiveness, which is not grief, 

A stillness — as of sunset streaming — 
A fairy glow on flower and leaf) 

Till earth looks on like a landscape dreaming. 
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A l&Bt time — &nd unmoved she lay, 

Beyond Life's dim, tincerttdn river, 
A glorious mould of fading clay, 

From whenw the apark had fled for evw ! 
I gazed — mj breast was like to bntBt — 

And, as I tiiought of years departed, 
The years wherein I lair her first, 

When she, a girl, waa tender-hearted-^ 
And, when I mused on later days. 

As moved she in her matron duty, 
A happy mother, in the blaze 

Of ri]>en'd hope, uid sunny beauty^ 
Ifelt the chill — 1 tum'd aside — 

Bleak Desolation's doud came o'er me, 
And Being seem'd a troubled tide, 

Whose wrecks in darkness swam befbre me t 
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GOOD NIGHT. 

Good night to thee, lady ! — though maaj 

Have join'd in the dance to-night, 
Thy (arm waa the fairest of any. 

Where all was seducing and bright ; 
Thy smile was the soflest and dearest, 

Thy form the most sylph-like of all. 
And thy voice the most gladsome and dearest 

Hiiat e'er held a partner in thrall. 

Good night to thee, lady t — 'tis over— 

The valtz, the quadrille, and the song — 
The whisper'd farewell of the lover, 

Tba heartless adieu of the throng; 
Tlie heart that was tlirobbing with pleasure. 

The eye-lid that long'd for repose — 
The beaux that were dreaming of treasure, 

The girls tbat were dreaming of beaux. 

Tls over — the lights are all dying, 

The coaches all driving away ; 
And many a fair one is sighing, 

And many a &l»e one is gay -, 
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And Beauty counts o^er her nambers 
Of oonqueBte, as homeward she driven— 

And some are gone home to their slumbers, 
And some ore gone home to tlieir wires. 

And I, while my cab in the shower 

Is waiting, the last at the door, 
Am looking all round for the flower 

That fell from your wreath on the floor. 
Ill keep it — if but to remind me. 

Though withered and faded its hue — 
Wherever next season may find me — 

Of England— of Almack's — and you ! 

There are tones that will haunt us, though lonely 

Our path be o'er mountain or sea; 
There are looks that will part from us only 

When memory ceases to be ; 
There are hopes which our burden can lighten, 

Though toilsome and steep be the way ; 
And dreams that, like moonlight, can brighten 

With a light that is clearer than day. 

Tliere are names that we cherish, though nameless i 
For aye on the lip they may be j 

There are hearts that, though fetter'd, are tameless, 
And thoughts uneipress'd, but still free I 

And some are too graye for a rover, 
And some for a husband too light 

—The ball and my dream are all over- 
Good night to thee, lady ! good night ! 
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We did not meet in courtly hall, 

Where Birth and Beauty throng, 
Where Luxury holds festival, 

And wit awakes the song ; 
We met where darker spirits mee^ 

In the home of Sin and Shame, 
Where Sataa shows his cloven feet, 

And hides his titled name ; 
And she knew she could not be, Lotc, 

What once she might have been, 
But she was kind to me, Love, 

My pretty Josephine, 

We did not part beneath the sky, 

As warmer lovers part. 
Where Night conceals the glistening eye, 

But not the throbbing heart ; 
We parted on the spot of ground 

Where we first had laughed at lore, 
And ever the Jests were loud around, 

And the lamps were bright above : 
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." Hie heaven is very dark, Love, 
1^ blast is very keen. 
But merrily rides my bark, Lore- 
Good night, my Josephine !" 

She did not speak of ring or vow, 

But filled the cup of wine, 
And took the roses from her brow 

To make a wreath for mine ; 
And bade ma, when the gale should lift 

My light skiff on the wave, 
To think as little of the gift 

As of the band that gare : 
" Go gaUy o'er the se&. Love, . 

And find your own heart's queen ; 
And look cot hack to me, Love, 

Your humble Josephine 1" 

That garland breathes and blooms no more, 

Fast are those idle hours ; 
I would not, could I choose, restore 

The fondness or th^ flowers ; 
Yet oft their withered witchery 

Revives its wonted Uuill, 
Remembered — not with Pasdon'a sigh, 

But oh ! remembered still : 
And even &om your side, Love, 

And even &om this scene. 
One look ia o'er tbe tide, Love, 

One thonght vith Josephine 1 



»i by Google 



Alas ! your lips are rosier, 

Your eyes of eofter blue, 
And I have never felt far her 

As I have felt for you ; 
Our love was like the SDOw-flakea, 

Which melt before you pass — 
Or the bubble on the wiue, which breaks 

Before you lip the glass, 
Vou savr these eye-lids vet. Love, 

Which she has uever seen ; 
But bid me not forget, Love, 

My poor Josephine t 
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MARSTON MOOR. 

To hone ! to lurae I Sir Nicholas, the clarion's note is 

high! 
To horse ! to horse ! Sir Nicholas, the big drum makes 

reply! 
Sre this hath Lucas marched, with his gallant CBTaliers, 
And the bray of Rupert's trumpet! grows &iuter in our 

ears. 
To horae ! to horse t Sir Nicholas t White Guy is at 

the door, 
And the raven whets hia beak o'er the field of Morston 

Moor. 

Up rose the Lady Alice, from her brief and broken 

prayer, 
And ^e brought a sUken banner down the narrow tur- 

rct-atatr ; 
Oh ! many were the tears that those radiant eyes had 

shed, 
Aa she traced the bright Tord " Glory " in the gay and 

gloncang thread} 
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And mournful was tii« smile whidi o'er those lovely 

features ran, 
As she said, " It ia your lady's gift, nniurl it in the vaa !" 

" It shall flutter, noble wench, where the best and boldest 

ride 
Hidst the steel-clad files of Skippon, the black dragoons 

of Pride ; 
The recretuit heart of Fair&x shall feel a sicklier qualm. 
And the rebel lips of Oliver give out a louder psalm, 
When they see my lady's gewgaw flaunt proudly OB 

their wing, 
And hear her loyal soldier's shout, " For God and for 

the King." 

lis soon. The ranks are broken, along the royal line 
They fly, the braggarts of the court ! the bullies of the 

Shine I 
Stout Langdale's cheer la heard no more, and AsUey's 

helm is down, 
And Rupert sheathes his rapier, with a curse and with a 

^d cold Newcastle mutters, as he follows in th^ 

flight, 
" Ihe German boar had better fax have supped in York 
■ to-night." 

The knight is left alone, his steel-cap cleft in twain. 
His good buff jerkiu crimsoned o'er with niany a gory 
stain; 
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Yet fltill be Wkves his banner, and cries amid the rout^ 
" For Church and King, fair gentlemen 1 spur on, and 
fight it out !" 

And now he wards a Roundhead's pike, and now he 

humH a stave, 
And now he quotes a stage-play, and now he fella a 

knave. 

God aid thee now, Sir Nicholas t tliou hast no thongiit 

<rf feat; 
God aid thee now, 6ii Nicholas ! for fearful odds are 

here! 
The rebels hem thee in, and at every cut and thrast, 
"Down, down," they cry, "with Belial! down with him 

to the dust." 
"I wonld," quoth grim old Oliver, "that Belial's trnsty 

Bword, 
lliia day were doing battle for the Saints and for the 

Lord!" 

l^e Lady Alice rits willi her maidens in her bower, 
The gray-haired ward^ watches from the castJe'a top 

most tower ; - 

"What news? what news, old Hubert T— "The bat^ 

tJe's lost and w<m ; 
The royal troops are melting, lilce mists before the 

sun! 
And a wounded man approaches; — Fm blind and cannot 

see. 
Yet sure I am that sturdy step, my master's step must 

bel" 
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Most beautiful ! — ^I gaze and gaz« 

Iq silence on the glorioua pile ; 
And the glad thoughts of other days 

Come thronging back the while. 
To me dim Memory makes more dear 

The perfect grandeur of the shrine ; 
But if I stood a stranger here, 

The ground vere still divine. 

Some awe the good and wise have felt, 

Ae reverently their feet have trod 
On any spot where man hath knelt, 

To commune with his God; 
By haunted spring, or fairy well, 

Beneath the ruined convent's gloom, 
Beside the feeble hermit's cell, 

Or the &lBe prophet'^ tomb. 
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But Then was high devoUon graced 

With lovelier dwelling, loftier throne, 
Thaa thus the limner's art hath traced 

From the time-honored stone 1 
The spirit here of worship seems 

To hold the heart in wondroua thrall, 
And heavenward hopes and holy dreams, 

Came at her voiceless eall ; — 

At midnight, when the lonely moon 

Looks from a vapor's silvery fold ; 
Or morning, when the sun of June 

Crests the high towers with gold ; 
For every change of hour and form 

Malies that fair scene more deeply fair ; 
And dusk and day-break, calm and stonn, 

Are all religion there. 



»i by Google 



TWENTY-EIGHT AND TWENTY-NINE. 

I HBAKD a eick man's dying sigh, 

And an iniant'a idle laughter, 
The Old Year went with mourning by — 

The New came danciDg after ! 
Let Sorrow shed her lonely tear, 

Let Revelry hold her ladle ; 
Bring boughs of cypress for the bier, 

Fling rosea oa the cradle ; 
Mutes to wait on the funeral state ; 

Pages to pour the wine ; 
A requiem for Twenty-Eight, 

And a health to Twenty-Nine 1 

Alas for human happiness 1 

Alas for human sorrow t 
Our yesterday is nothingness, 

What else will be our morrow 1 
Still Beauty must be stealing hearts, 

And Knavery stealing purses ; 
Still cooks must live by making tarts, 

And wits by making verses ; 
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While BAges prate snd courts debate, 

The same stan set and shine ; 
And the world as it rolled through Twentj-Ei^i^ 

Must roll through Twenty -Nine. 

Some Ring will come, in Heaven's good time, 

To the tomb his father came to ; 
Some Thief will wade through blood and crime 

To a crown he has no claim to ; 
Some suffering land will rend in twain 

The manacles that bound her ; 
Afid gather the links of the broken chain 

To iasten them proudly round her ; 
The grand and great will lore and hate, 

And combat and combine ; 
And much where we were in Twenty-Eight, 

We shall be in Twenty-Nine. 

O'Connell will toil to raise the Bent, 

And Kenyon to sink the Nation ; 
And Shiel will abuse the Parliament, 

And Peel the Assodation ; 
And thought of bayonets and swords 

Wm make ex-Caianoellore merry ; 
And jokes will be cut in the House of Lords, 

And throats in the County of Kerry ; 
And writers of weight will apeoalste 

On the Cabinet's dea^ ; 
And just what it did in Twenty-Eight < 

It will do in Twenty-Nine. 
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And the Goddess of Lore vill keep her smiles, 

And tbfl God of Cupa his or^es ; 
And there'll be riots in St Giles, 

And weddings in St. Geoi^'s; 
And mendicants will sup like Kings, 

And Lords will swear like IsoqueTs ; 
And black eyes oft will lead to rings, 

And rings will lead to black eyes; 
And pretty Kate will scold her mate, 

In a dialect all divine ; 
Alas ! they m&rried in Twenty-E^bt, 

They will part in Twenty-Nine. 

My unde will swathe bis gouty limbs, 

And talk of bia oils and blubbers ; 
My aunt, Miss Dobbs, will play longer hymns. 

And rather longer rubbers ; 
My cousin in Parliament will prove 

How utterly rubed Trade is: 
My brother, at Eaton, will fall in love 

With half a hundred ladies ; 
My patron will sate his pride from plate, 

And his thirst from Bordeaux wine : 
His nose was red in Twenty-Eight, 

'Twill be redder in Twenty-Nine. 

And oh ! I shall find how, day by day, 
All thoughts and things look older ; 
' How the laugh of Pleasure grows less gay, 
And the heart of Friendship colder j 
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But still I shall be what I hare been, 

Sworn foe to Lady Reason, 
And seldom troubled with the spleen, 

And fond of talking treason ; 
I shall buckle my skoit, and leap my gsto^ 

And throw and write my linej 
And the woman I worshipped in Twenty-Eight 

I shall worship in Twenty-Nine. 
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I'o 


n'aim 


biffl 


aqa'an 


ualefoiii 


o'eetli 


premiere. 


Lm 


Muonn 


qui 


BQivent 


Kintmoin, 


involon 


.ainst 



How ehail I woo herl — I will stand 

Beaide her when she ainge ; 
And watch that fine and &iry hand 

Flit o'er Ae quivering strings : 
And I will tell her, I have heard, 

Hiough sweet her song may be, 
A voice, whose every whispered word 

Was more than song to me ! 



How sludl I woo her f — I will gaze, 

In sad and silent trance, 
On those blue eyes, whose liquid rays 

Look love in every glance ; 
And I will tell her, eyes more bright, 

Though bright her own may beam, 
Will Sing a deeper spell to-night 

Upon me in my dream. 
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How ehall I woo herl — I wiU try 

The charms of olden time, 
And Bwear hy earth and sea and sky, 

And nve in prose and rhyme ; — > 
And I will tell her when I bent 

My knee in other years, 
I was not half so eloquent, 

I oould not apeak for tears! 



How shall I woo hert— I will bow 

Before the holy shrine ; 
And pray the prayer, and vow the tow, 

And press her lips to mine ; 
And I will tell her, when she parts 

From pasuon's thrilling kiss, 
That memory to many hearta 

Is dearer far than bliss. 



Away ! away ! the chords are mute, 

The bond is rent in twain ; — 
You cannot wake that silent lute. 

Nor dasp those links again ; 
Lore's toil I know is little cost, 

Lore's peijury is light sin ; 
Bnt souls that lose what 1 have lost,— 

What have they left to whi } 
10 
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The Ifldj of hia love, oh, she WM dumgod, 
Ai by tin BJoknesi of tbe bodI I 

Bjfron. 

Oo tbon, while in thj ion], and AH ■ tiinina 
Of ituioceaae tod parity, in B«M«t I 

I/brii. 

I KNOW that it must be, 
Yea ! thou art changed — all worshipped as thou art — ■ 
Moamed as thou shalt be! Sickness of the heart 

Hath done its work on thee ! 

Thy dim ejes tell a tale, 
A piteous tale, of vigils ; and the trace 
Of bitter tears b on thy beauteoua face, 

Beauteous, and yet so pole ! 

Changed love ! but not alone ! 
I am not what they think me; though my cheek 
Wear but its last year's ftirrow, though I speak 

Thus in my natural tone. 
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The temple of my youth 
Was strong in mors! purpose : once I Mt 
He glory of philosophy, and knelt 

In the pure shrine of truth. 

1 went into the storm, 
And modied the biUows of the tossing sea ; 
I said to Fate, " What wilt thou do to me 1 

I have not harmed a worm !" 

Vainly the heait is steeled 
In Wisdom's armor ; let her bum her books ! 
I look upon tbem as the soldier looks 

Upon his cloven shield. 

Virtue and Virtue's rest, 
How have they perished ! Through my onward course 
Bepentance dogs my footsteps! black Remorsn 

Is my familiar guest ! 

ITie glory and the glow 
Of the world's loveliness have passed away ; 
And Fate bath little to inflict, today, 

And nothing to bestow ! 

Is not the damning line 
Of guilt and grief engraven on me now t 
And the fierce passion which hath scathed thy brow, 

Hath it not blasted minel 

No matter ! I will turn 
To the straight path of duty ; I have wrought, 
At last, my wayward spirit to be taught 

What it hath yet to learn. 
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Labor shall be my lot ; 
My kindred sh&U be joyful in mj pndse ; 
And Fame shall twine for me, in aft» days, 

A wreath I oovet not, 

And if I cannot make, 
Deue^ ! thy hope my hope, thy trust my trust, 
Yet will I study to be good, and just, 

And blameless, for thy sake. 

Thou may'st have comfort yet I 
Whate'er the source from which those waters glide. 
Thou hast found healing mercy in their tide ; 

Be happy and forget t 

Forget me— and farewell I 
Bnt say not that in me new hopes and fears. 
Or absence, or the lapse of gradual years. 

Will break thy memory's spell I 

Indelibly, within, 
All 1 have lost is written ; and the them'B 
'Which Silence whispers to my thoughts and dreams 

Is sorrow sljtl — and sin 1 
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THE CONFESSION OF DON CARLOS. 

Oh till not ma of broken vov— 

I speak a firmer paasion now ; 

Oh! tell not me of shattered chain— 

The link shall never burst again ; 

My soul ia fix'd as finnlj here 

As the red Sim in his career j 

As Victory on Mina's crest, 

Or Tenderness in Bosa's breast, 

Hien do not tell me, while we part, 

Of fickle flame, and roving heart ; 

While Youth shall bow at Beauty's shrine, 

That flame shall glow — that heart be thine. 

Then wherefore dost thou bid me tell 
The tale thy malice knows bo well 1 
I may not disobey thee ! — Yes ! 
Thou bidst me, — and I will confess : — 
See how adoringly I kneel — 
Hear how my folly 1 reveal ; 
My folly < — chide me if thou wilt, 
Thou shalt not — canst not call it — yvill. 
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t TEK OOXVKBBIOn OT DOV OABLOB. 

And when m; faithlessness is told, 
£re thou h&st time to play tbe soold, 
111 haste the fimd rebuke to check, 
And lean upon thy snowy neck, 
Play with ita glossy aubum htur, 
And hide the blush of falsehood then, 

Inez, the innocent and young, 

Fint snared my heart, and wak^ my song ; 

We both were harmless, and untaught 

To love as &shIonables ought ; 

With all the modesty of youth, 

We talk'd of constancy and truth ; 

Gtrew fond of Music, and the Moon, 

And wander'd on the nights of Jime, 

To sit beneath the chestnuUtree, 

While the lonely stars shone mellowly, 

Shedding a pale and dancing beam 

On the wave of Guadalquivir's streanu 

And aye we talk'd of faith and feelings. 

With no distrustings, no conccalings ; 

And aye we joy'd in stolen glances, 

And sigh'd and blusti'd, and read romances. 

Our love was ardent and moere, — 

And lasted, Rosa — half a year ! 

And then the maid grew fickle-hearted, 

Married Don Jose — so we parted. 

At twenty-one, I've often heard. 

My bashfulneas was quite absurd ; 

For, with a aqueamishnesa uncommon, 

I fear'd to love a married woman. 
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F»ir Leonora's tanghing ey« 
Again awaked my song and «gh: 
A gay intriguing dame was she ; 
And fifty l>ons of high d^ree, 
That came and vent as they were bid, 
Dubb'd her the Beauty of Madrid. 
Alas ! what constant pains I took 
To merit one approving look : 
I corniced Valor — and the Muse, 
Wrote challetigee — and billet-doux; 
Paid for Sherbet and Serenade, 
Fenced with Pegru and Alrarade; 
Fought at Ae Bull-fights like a hero, 
Studied small-talk, — and the Bolero ; 
Play'd the guitar — and play'd the fool ; 
This out of tune — that out of rule. 
I oft at midnight vander'd out, 
Wrapt up in love — and my capote, 
To muse on beauty — and the skies. 
Cold winds — and Lenora's eyes. 
Alas ! when all my gains were told, 
Td caught a Tartar* — and a cold. 
And yet perchance that lovely brow 
Had still detain'd my captive vow ; 
ThaX clear blue eye's enchanting roll 
Had still enthrall'd my yielding soul ; 
But suddenly a vision bright 
Came o'er me In a v«l of light, 

' Tha ori(^Dil wu a Spuugli idiom vMch we foond it impoa^Ua 
to reniier ilurall; ; we belieia it comas vary mar to the Eiig4>ali **■- 
praauOD wluch we have aabalitated. 
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And burst the bond whose fetters bonnd me, 
And broke the spell that hung around ma, 
Becall'd the heart that madly roved, 
And bade me love, and be beloved. 
Who was it broke tie <diain.attd spell t 
Dark-ejed Castilian ! — thou caDSt teli ! 
And am I faithless t — wo the while, 
What TOW but melts at Rosa's smile 1 
For broken vows, and faith betrayed, 
The guilt is thine, Casliliaa maid ! 
l^e tale is told and I am gone . — 
Hunk of me, loved and lovely one, 
When none on earth shall care beside 
How Carlos lived, or loved, or died ! 
Thy love on earth shall be to me 
A bird upon a leafless tree — 
A bark upon a hopeless wave — 
A lily on a tombless grave — 
A cheering hope— a living ray. 
To light me on a weary way. 
And thus is Love's Confession done ; 
Give me thy parting benison ; 
And ere I rise from bended knee. 
To wander o'er a foreign sea, 
Alone and friendless, — ere I don 
My pilgrim's hat, and sandal shoon— > 
Dark-eyed Castilian ! let me win 
Forgiveness sweet for venial sin ; 
Let lonely sighs and dreams of thee, 
Be penance for my peijury. 
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Jdua, vhile London's fonded bliss 
Bids you despise a life like this, 

While and ita joys you leave, 

For hopes, that flatter to deceive, 

You will not scornfully refuse, 

(Though dull the theme, and weak the Muse,) 

To look upon my line, and hear 

What Friendship sends to Beauty's ear. 

Four miles from Town, a neat abode 
O'erlooks a rose-bush, and a road ; 
A paling, clean'd with constant care, 
Surrounds ten yards of neat parterre, 
Where dusty ivy strives to crawl 
Five inches up^the whiten'd wall. 
Tie open window t^ckly set 
With myrtle, and with miguionette. 
Behind whose cultivated row 
A brace of globes peep out ibr show ; 
10* 
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The avenue — the bumiah'd plate, 
Tlat deoka the would-be rustic gate, 
X)enote the fane where Fashion dwella, 
■ — " Lyce's Academy for Belles." 

Twaa here, in earlier, happier days, 
Retired from pleasure's weary maze, 
You found, unknown to care or pain, 
^e peace you will not find ^ain. 
Here Friendships, for too fond to last, 
A bright, but fleeting radiance cast, 
On every sport that Mirth devised, 
And every aoene that Childhood priz«d, 
And every bliss, that bids yon yet 
Recall those moments with regret. 

Those friends have mingled in the strife 
That fills the busy scene of life, 
And Pride and Folly — Cares and Fears, 
'Look dark upon their future years : 
But by their wrecks may Julia learn. 
Whither her fragile bark to turn ; 
And, o'er tlie troubled sea of fiite, 
Avoid tiie rocks they found too late. 

You know Camilla — o'er the plain 
She guides the fiery hunter's rein ; 
First in the chace she sounds the horn, 
Trampling to earth the former's com, 
That hardly deign'd to bend its head, 
Beneath her namesake's lighter tread. 
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TO JUL IX. 

With Bob the Squire, her polish'd lorer, 
She wields the gun, or beats the cover ; 
And then her ateed ! — why ! every down 
Telld how ehe rubs Smoleusko down, 
And combs the mane, and cleans the hoo^ 
"While wondering hostlers stand aloo£ 

At night, before the Christmas tire 
She plays backgammon with the Squire ; 
Shares in his laugh, and his liquor, 
Mimics her father and the Vioar ; 
Swears at the grooms — without a bluab 
Dips in her ale the captured brush, 

Until her father duly tired — 

The parson's wig as duly fired — 
Tke dogs all still — the Squire asleep, 
And dreaming of his usual leap — 
She leaves the dregs of white and red, 
And lounges languidly to bed ; 
And still in nightly visions borne. 
She gallops o'er the rustic's com ; 
Still wields the lash — still shakes the box, 
Dreaming of " sizes " — and the fox. 

And this is bliss — the story runs, 
Camilla never wept — eare once ; 
Yes ! once indeed Camilla cried — 
Twas when her dear Blue-atookings died. 

Pretty Cordelia tlunks she's ill — 
She seeics her med'oine at Quadrille ; 
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With hope, Mid fear, and envy oA, 
She gazBB on tlie dubious trick, 
Ae if eternity were laid 
[Jpon a diamond, or a spsde. 
And I have seen & transient piqne 
Wake, o'er that soil and girlish cheek, 
A chilly and a feverish hue. 
Blighting the soil where Beauty grew, 
And bidding Hate and Malice rove 
In eyes. that ought to beam witb love. 

Turn we to Fwinia — she was fiur 
As the soft fleeting forms of air. 
Shaped by the fancy — fitting theme 
For youthful bard's enamor'd dream. 
The neck, on whose transparent glow, 
The auburn ringlets sweetly flow. 
The eye that swims in liquid fire. 
The brow that frowns in playful ire ; 
All these, when Fannia's early youth 
Look'd lovely in its native truth, 
Bifiiised a bright, unoonsdoua grace, 
Almost divine, o'er form and foce. 

Her lip has lost its fragrant dew. 
Her cheek has lost its rosy hue. 
Her eye the glad enlivening rays 
That glitter'd there in happier days. 
Her heart the ignorwice of wo 
Which Fashion's votaries may not know. 
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TO JVLIA. 

Hie dty'B smoke— the noxious sir — 
The GODBtant crowd— rthe torch's glare — • 
Hie momiiig sleep — the nooudaj' call — 
The late repast — the midnight ball, 
Bid Faith and Beanty die, and taint 
Her heart with frand, her face with paint. 

And what ttie boon, the prize enjoj'M, 
For fame de&ced, and peace deatroyod I 
Why ask we this i With conscious grace 
She criticises silk and lace ; 
Queen of the modes, she reigns alike 
O'er sarcenet, bobbin, net, vandyke, 
O'er rouge and ribbons, combs and curia, 
Perfiimes and patches, piss and pearls ; 
Feelings and faiutings, songs and sighs, 
Small-talk and scandal, love and lies. 

Grded by beaux behold her sit. 

While Dandies tremble at her wit ; 

The Captain hates "a woman's gab ;" 

" A devil !" cries the shy Cantab ; 

He young Etonian strives to fly 

The glance of her sarcastic eye. 

For well he knows she looks him o'er, 

To stamp him " buck," or dub him " bore," 

Such is her life — a life of waste, 
A life of wretchedness — and leale. 
And all the glory Fannia boasts, 
And all the price that glory costs. 
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} TO JVLIA. 

At once are redioa'd np, in one — 
One word of bliss and folly Tbn. 

Not these tlie thoughts that could perplex 
llie fandes of our fickle sex, 
When England's bvorite, good Que«ii Beu, 
Was Queen alike o'er war and dress. 
Then ladies gay pla^'d ehuit — and ballads, 
And kamt to dress their hair — and salads ; 
Sweets — and sweet looks were studied then, 
And both were pleasing to the men ; 
For cookery was allied to taste, 
And girls were taught to blush — and baste. 
Dishes were bright — and so were eyes, 
And lords made love — and ladies pies. 

Then Valor won the wavering field, 
By dint of hauberk and of shield *, 
And Beauty won the wavering hearty 
By dint of pickle, and of tart. 
The minuet was the favorite dance, 
Girls loved the ueedle — boys the lance ; 
And Cupid took his constant post 
At dinner, by the boU'd and roast. 
Or secretly was wont to lurk, 
In tournament, or needle-work. 
Oh I 'twas a reign of all delights, 
Of hot iSi'r-loins, — and hot Sir knights j 
Feasting and fightmg, hand in hand, 
Fatten'd, and glorified the land ; 
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TO JULIA. 

And noble chiefi had noble cheer. 
And knights grew strong upon strong beer; 
Honor and oxen both were nourbh'd, 
And chivalry — and pudding flourish'd. 

rd rather see that magic face, 

That look of love, that form of grace, 

Circled by whalebone, and by ru&, 

Intent on puddings, and on pufis, 

I'd rather riew thee thus, than see 

" A Fashionable" rise in thee. 

If Life is dark, 'tis not for you, 

(If partial Friendship's voice is true) 

To cure its grie&, and drown its cares, 

By leaping gates, and murdering hares, 

Nor to confine that feeling soul, 

To winning lovers — or the vole. 

If these and such pursuits are thine, 
Jutia ! thou art no friend of mine ! 
I love plain dress — I eat plain joints, 
I canot play ten guinea points, 
I make no study of a pin, 
And hate a female whipper-in. 
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LINES TO FLORENCE. 

Lona yeara have pass'd with silent pace, 

Florence ! since you and I have met j 
Yet — when tjiat meeting I retrace, 

My cheek is pale, my eye is wet ; 
For I was doom'd from thence to rove, 

O'er distant tracts of earth and sea, 
Unuded, Florence ! — save by love ; 

And unremember'd— save by thee 1 
We met ! and hope beguiled our fears, 

Hope, ever bright, and ever vain ; 
We parted thence in silent tears, 

Never to meet — in life — again. 
The myrtle that I gaze upon, 

Sad token by thy love devised. 
Is all the record left of one 

So long bewail'd — so dearly prized. 
You gave it in an hour of grie^ 

When pRa of love are doubly dear ; 
You gave it — and one tender leaf 

Glisten'd the while with Beauty's tear. 
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Lisa TO rLOKKSOI. 

A tear — oh loTelier far to me, 

Shed for me in mj saddrat hour, 
Than bright and flattering smiles oould be, 

In courtly hall or summer bover, 
Ton BtrOTe my anguish to beguile, 

With distant hopes of future weal ; 
You strove 1 — alas I you could not smile, 

Nor speak the hope you did not feeL 
I bore the gift Affection gave, 

O'er desert sand and thorny brake, 
O'er rugged rock and stormy wave, 

I loved it for the giver's sake ; 
And often in my happiest day. 

In scenes of bliss and hours of pride, 
When all around was glad and gay, 

I look'd upon the gift; — and dgb'd : 
And when on ocean, or on clift. 

Forth strode the Spirit of the Storm, 
I gazed upon thy fading gift, 

I thought npon thy fading form ; 
Forgot the lightning's vivid dart, 

Foi^ot the rage of sky and sea, 
Forgot the doom that bade us part^ 

And only lived to love and thee. 
Florence ! thj myrtle blooms ! but thon, 

Beneath thy cold and lowly stone. 
Forgetful of our mutual vow, 

And of a heart — still all thine own, 
Art laid in that unoouBcious sleep, 

■Which he that waila thee soon must know. 
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Where none m&y smile, and none may weep, 

None dream of bliss, or wake to wo. 
If e'er, as f ancj oft will feign, 

To that dear apot which gave thee birt^ 
Thy fleeting shade returns again, 

To look on him thou lov'dst on earth, 
It may a moment's joy impart, 

To know that this, thy favorite tree, 
Is to my desolated heart 

Almost as dear as thou could'st be. 
My Florenoe ! — soon — the thought is sweet I 

lie turf that wraps thee I shall press ; 
Again, my Florence ! we ahall meet, 

In bliss — or in forgetfulneaa. 
With thee in Death's oblivion laid, 

I will not have the cypress gloom 
To throw its siokly, sullen shade, 

Over the stillness of my tomb : 
And there the 'scutcheon shall not shine. 

And there the banner shall not wave; 
The treasures of the glittering mine 

Would ill become a lover's grave : 
But when from this abode of strife 

My liberated shade shall roam, 
Thy. myrtle, that has oheer'd my life 

Shall decorate my narrow home : 
And it shall bloom in beauty there, 

Like Florence in her early day; 
Or, nipp'd by cold Becember's air, 

Whither — ^Uke Hope and thee — away. 
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STANZAS. 



O'er yon Churchyard the storm may lover; 

But, heedless of the wintry air, 

One little hud shall linger there, 
A still and trembling flower. 

Unscathed hy long revolving years, 
Its tender leaves shall flourish yet, 
And sparkle in the moonlight, wet 

With the pale dew of tears. 

And where thine humble ashes lie, 
Instead of 'scutcheon or of stone. 
It rises o'er thee, lonely oae. 

Child of obscurity ! 

Mild was thy voice as Zephyr's breath. 
Thy cheek with flowing locks was shaded ! 
But the voice bath died, the cheek hath faded 

In the oold breeze of death ! 
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Brightl; tlune ef e wu muling, Sweet t 
But noir Decaf hatii atill'd its glandng; 
WuToljr thy little heart was dandng, 

But it hatli ceased to beat 1 

A few aliort mondia— and thou wert here I 
Hope sat upon thy y^outUul brow ; 
And what is th; memorial now % 

A fiowet — and a Tear. 
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CASSANDRA. 

"Tbst hurried to th« feut, 

The warrior wad the prieat, 
And the gay maiden with her jeweled brow ; 

The ininstrel'B harp and voioe 

Said ' Triumph and rejoice t' 
One only mourned ! — many are mourning now ! 

"'Peace! startle not the light 
With the wild dreams of night ;* — 

So spake the Prinoes in their pride and joy, 
When I in their dull ears 
Shrieked forth my tale of tears, 

' Wo to the goi^ous dty, wo to l>oy I'— 

"Te watch the dun smoke rise 

Up to the lurid skies ; 
Ye see the red light flickering on the stream ; 

Ye listen to the &11 

Of gate, and tower, and wall ; 
Sisters, the tiaie ii come I — alas, it is no dream I 
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** Through hall, and court, and porch, 

Glides on the pitiless torch ; 
The swift avengers faint not in their toil : 

Vun now the matron's sighs ; 

Vain now the infant's cries ; 
Look, sisters, look, who leads them to the spoil 1 

" Not Pyrrhus', though his hand 

Is on bia father's brand ; 
Not the fell-framer of the accursed Steed; 

Not Nestor's hoary bead ; 

Nor Teucer's rapid tread ; 
Nor the fierce wrath of impious Diomede. 

" Visions of deeper fear 

To-night are warring hero ; — 
I know them, sisters, the mysterious Three ; 

Minerva's lightning frown, 

And Juno's golden crown. 
And him the mighty ruler of the sounding sea. 

"Through wailing and through wo. 

Silent and stem they go ;— 
So have I evw seen them in my traooe 1 

£xultingly they guide 

DestructJon's fiery tide, 
And lift the dazzling shield, and poisa tbe deadly lauoe. 

** Lo ! where the old man stands. 
Folding his palsied hands, 
And mlitt<»ii^ with white lips, his qnemlons prayer: .. 
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' Where is my noble boh, 
My best, my bravest one, — 
Troy's hope and Priam's, — ^wfaere is Hector, where 1' 

" Why is thy &lchion grasped t 

Why is thy helmet clasped ] 
Fitter the fillet for such brow as thine ! 

The altar reeks with gore ; 

Oh sisters, look no more! 
It is our father's blood upon the shrine t 

" And ye, alas ! must roam 

Far from your desolate home. 
Far from lost Ilium, o'er the joyless wave'; 

Ye may not from those bowers 

Gather the trampled flowers, 
To wreathe sad garlands for your brethren's grave. 

"Away, away ! the gale 

Stirs the white bosomed sail ; 
Hcnee ! — look not back to freedom or to &me ; 

Labor must be your doom, 

Night-watchings, days of gloom. 
The bitter bread of tears, the bridal conch of shame. 

" Even now some Grecian dame 
Beholds the signal flame. 
And WMts expectant the returning fleet ; 
'Why lingers yet my lord? 
Hath he not sheathed his sword — 
Win he not bring my handmaid to my feet 1' 
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£40 CASSAND&A. 

" Me too the dark Fates coll ; 

Their sway is over all. 
Captor and captive, prison-house and throne ; — ■ 

I tell of others' lot ; 

lliey hear me, heed me Dot ! 
Bide, angry Fhcebus, hide from me mine own." 



SONNET TO ADA. 

Thk touching pathos of thy low sweet voice 

Fell on my heart, like dew on wither'd flowers, 

And hrought such memory of departed hours ■ 

As made me weep—yet in my tears rejoice. 

For one 1 loved — now lost to me for ever — 

Breathed even so the soul of melody, 

And — Hnce that voice has perish'd — never, never, 

Till I heard thine, such sounds had greeted me. 

E'en now thy tones, recall'd by night and day, 

Linger in Memory's echo-haunted cell, 

TTirilling sweet ^ony : nor know I well 

Whether to chide them, or to bid them eta;. 

At tjmes I scarce can bear the patu'd regret 

Which they excite — then cry, Oh do not leave me yet ! 
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MY LITTLE COUSINS. 



Lauqb on, iftir cousins, for to yoa 

All life is jojous jet; 
Your liearts have all things to pursue, 

And nothing to regret ; 
And every flower to jou is fair, 

And every month b May ; 
You've not been introdnoed to Care,-— 

LAugh on, laugh on, to-day ! 

Old Time will fling his clouds ere long 

Upon those sunny eyes ; 
The voice whose every word is song, 

Will set itself to sigha ; 
Your quiet slumbers, — hopes and fears 

Will chose their rest away ; 
To-morrow, you'll be shedding tears, — 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day ! 

Oh yea ; if any truth is found 
In the dull schoolman's theme, — 

If fiiendship is an empty sound, 
And love an idle dream, — 
11 
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IIT LITTLI OOUBINS. 

If mirth, youth's playmate, feels iatigus 

Too soon on life's long vay, 
At least hell run with you a league, — 

liaugh on, laugh on, to-day ! 

Perhaps your eyes may grov mora bright 

As childhood's hues depart ; 
You may he lovelier to the sight. 

And dearer to the heart ; 
You may be mnlees still, and see 

This earth still green and gay ; 
But what you are you will not be, 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day I 

O'er me h^ve many winters crept, 

With less of gijef tiian joy ; 
Butlbave lewned, wd toiled, and wept,— 

I am no more a boy ! 
Fve never bad the gout, 't is true, 

iij hur is hardly gray ; 
But now I cannot laugh like you ; 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day ! 

I used to have- as glad a face, 

As shadowless a brow : 
I oDoe oould ran as blithe a ra{» 

As you are running now ; 
But never mind bow I behave, 

Don't interrupt your play. 
And though I look so very grave, 

Laugh on, lau|^ on, to-day. 
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ABMINI03. 

Back, bftck ;— ha f^ra not fbaming fiood 

Who fears not steel ol»d line r — 
No warrior thou of German bloodj 

No brother thou of mine. 
Go eam Bome'e chtun to loa^ thj nedc, 

Her gems to deck thy hilt ; 
And blazon honor's hapless wreck 

With all the gauds of guilt. 

But wouldat thou have me shard the prey 1 

By all that I have done, 
The Varian bonea that day by day 

Lie whitening in the sun ; 
The lion's trampled panoply. 

The eagle's diattered: wing, 
I would not be for earth or sky 

So scorned and mean a thing; 

Ho, call me here die wizard, boy^ 

Of dark and subtle skill. 
To agonize butnot deetroy, 

To torture, not to kill. 
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When sworda axe out, and Bhriek and shout 

Leave little room for prayer, 
No fetter on man's arm or heart 

Hangs half so heavy there. 

I curse him by the gifts the land , 

Hath won from him and Home, 
The riving axe, the wasting brand, 

Bent forest blazing home. 
I curse him by our oountry's gods, 

The terrible, the dark, 
The breakers of the Soman rods, 

Tha smiters of the bark. 

Oh, misery, that such a ban 

On such a brow should be t 
Why comes he not in battle's van 

His country's chief to be ? 
To stand a comrade by my aide, 

The sharer of my fame, 
And worthy of a brother's pride, 

Aad of a brother's nam,e ? 

But it is past ! — where heroes press 

And cowards bend the knee, 
Arminius is not brotherless. 

His brethren are the free. 
They come around ; — one hour, and light 

WUl fade from turf and tide. 
Then onward, onward to the fight, 

With darkness for our guide. 
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Tomght, to-night, wbeu -we shall meet 

Tn oombat face to fbce, 
T\ien caHj would Armiuius greet 

The renegade's embrace. 
The oftnker of Rome's guOt shall be 

Upon lus dying name ; 
And as he lired in slavery, 

So shall he &11 in shame. 
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SixBP, Mr. Speaker, 't is surely fair 

If you may n't in your bed, that you should in your 

Louder and longer now they grow, 
Tory and Kadical, Ay and No ; 
Talking by night and talking by day. 
Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may ! 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker ; alumber lies 

Light and brief on a Speaker's eyes. 

Helden or Finn in a minute or two 

Some disorderly thing will do ; 

Riot will diase repose away — 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may I 

Sleep, Mr, Speaker. Sweet to men 
Is the sleep that cometh but now and then, 
Sweet to the weary, sweet to the ill, 
Sweet to the children that work in the milL 
You have more need of repose than they — 
Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may ! 
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Sleep, Mr. Speaker, Harvey vill eoon 
Hove to abolish the buu and the moon ; 
Hume will no doubt be taking the sense 
Of the House on a question of sixteen penoe. 
Statesmen will howl, and patriots bray — 
Sleep, Mr, Speaker, sleep while you may ! 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker, and dream of the time, 
When loyalty was not quite a crime, 
When Grant was a pupil in Qtnning's school, 
And Palmerston fancied Wood a fool. 
Lord, how principles pass away — 
Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may. 
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I REMEMBER HOW MY CHILDHOOD FLEETED. 

I BZMEUBRB, I remember, 

How my childhood fleeted hj — 
O^e mirth of its December, 

And the warmth of its July ; 
On my brow, love, on my brow, love, 

There are no signs of care. 
But my pleasure's are not now, love, 

What childhood's pleasure's were : 

Then the bowers, then the bowers 

Were as blithe as blithe could be. 
And all tbeir radiant flowers 

Were coronals for me : 
Gems to-night, love, gems to-night, love. 

Are gleaming in my hair ; 
But they are not half so bright, love. 

As childhood's roses were. . 

I was merry, I was merry. 

When my little lovers came — 
With a lily, or a cherry, 

Or a new invented game : ' 
Now PvB you, love, now I've you, love. 

To kneel before me there ; 
But you know you're not so true, love, 

Ae cluldhood's lovers were. 
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W&tch in the deepest cell 

Of the foeman'a dungeon tower, 
Tin hope's most cherished spell 

Has tost its dieering power ; 
And sing, while the galling diain 

On every stiff limh freezes, 
Of the huntsman hurrying o'er the plun, 

Of the breath of the mount^n bieezM. 



Talk of the minstrel's lute, 

The warrior's high endeavor, 
When the honeyed lips are mute. 

And the strong arm crushed for orer *. 
Look back to the summer sun, 

From the mist of dark December; 
Then say to the broken-hearted one, 

" Tis pleasant to remember 1" 
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Tell bim, that day by day, 
life looka to me more dim — 

I fidter when I pray — 
Although I pray for bim. 

And bid him when 1 die, 
Come to our feVrite tre©^ 

I shall not heiar him sigh — > 
— Nor let him Kgb for me I 
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THE RACE.* 

Thk aim bath shed a m«llDTer beam, 
Ffur Thames, upon thy silvery stream, 
And air and water, earth and heaven, 
Lie in the calm repose of even. 
How silently the breeze moves on, 
Flutters, and whispers, and is gone, 
How calmly does the quiet sky 
Sleep in its cold serenity ! 
Alas ! how sweet a scene were here 
For shepherd or for sonneteer ; 
How fit the place, how fit the time, 
For making love, or making rhyme I 
But though the sun's descending ray 
Smiles warmly on the close of day 
TIs not to gaze upon the light 
That Eton's sons are here to-night ; 
And though the river, calm and clear, 
Makes music to the poet's ear, 

* FnigmeDta of a description of the procoseion of Eton btnta b; 
the river, and Eton cavalien by land, to Surly Hall, on the evening of 
" £ta<iUon SetQcday " — the lut poem written b/ Prae<l while at Eton. 



»i by Google 



•4 THX BAOI. 

Tia not to listoa to the sound 
Tluit Eton's sons Are tlufon^ng round. 
The Bun unheeded msy decline, 
Blue ejes send out & brighter slune ; 
The wave may oeue lU gurgling moan, 
Glad voices have a sweeter tone ; 
For, in our calendar of blias, 
We have no hour so guy as this, 
When the kind hearts and brilliant eyes 
Of tliose we know, and love, and prize. 
Are come to chMr ^ captive's duall, 
And smUe vpoA hib festival. 

Stay, Pegasus, — and let m6 ask, 

Ere I go onward in my task, 

Pray, reader, — were you ever here 

Just at this season of the yearl 

No ? — then the end of next July 

Should bring you with admiring eye, 

To hear us row, and see ub row, 

And cry — " How fast them boys does go t** 

Lord! what would be the oycie's mirth, 
If &te would lift him to tiie earth, 
And set his tub, with ma^ j^^iip, 
Squat down besida the Brooas dump E 
What scoffs the sage would utter there, 
From his unpolish'd elbow-chair, 
To see the sempstress' handy-^ork. 
The Greek confounded widi the Turk, 
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Parisiaii mix'd with I^edmoDteM, 

And Persiaii joinM to Portuguese ; 

And mantlee short, aocl mantles long, 

And mantles right, ttti numtles wrong, 

msshaped, muoolor'd, uid miiplaoed, 

With what the tailor oalls— a taste. 

And then the badges, and the boats, 

The flags, the dnima, the paint, the boats j 

But more than these, and more than all, 

The pullers' intermitted call, 

" Easy !"— " Hard aU !"— " Now pick her up !" 

" Upon my life, how I shall aup !" 

The boats put offi— thronghoat the crowd 

Hie tumult thickMis ; wide and loud 

The din re-echoes ; man and hone 

Plunge onward in their mingled oourse. 

Look at the troop : I love to see 

Our real Etoniui Cavalry ; 

They start in such a pretty trim. 

And such sweet scorn of liib and limb. 

1 must confess I never tbund 

A horse much worse for being sound ; 

I wish my Nag not whtdly blind. 

And like to have a tail behind ; 

And though he oertunly may hear 

Correctly with a single ear, 

I think, to look gehteel and neat. 

He o^ht.to have his two complete 
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But these are tnSes! off they go 

Beude the woudenng Biver's flow ; 

And iJ^ by dint of spur and whip, 

Thej shamble on, without a trip, 

Well have they done ! I make no questioti 

They're shaken into good digestion. 

I and my Muse, — my Muse and I, 
Will follow with the Company, 
And get to Surly Hall in time 
To make a Supper and a Rhyme. 

Hark ! hark ! a mellow'd note 
Over the water seem'd to float I 

Hark ! the note repeated 1 
A sweet, and soft, and soothing strain, 
Echoed, and died, and rose again. 
As if the Nymphs of Fairy reign 
Were holding to-night their revel rout. 
And pouring their fragrant voices out. 

On the blue waters seated. 
Hark to the tremulous tones that flow, 
And the voice of the boatmen as they row ! 
Cheerfully to the heart they go, 

And touch & thousand pleasant strings, 
Of Triumph, and Pride, &ad Hope, and Joy, 
And thoughts that are only known to Boy, 

And young Imaginings I 
The note is near, the Voice comes dear. 
And we catch its Echo on the ear, 
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With a feeling of delight ; 
And as the gladdening soiuids w« hear, 
here's mau^ an e^er listener here, 

And many a atraining eight. 

One moment^ — and ye see 
Where, fluttering quick, as the breezes blow, 
Backwards and forwards, to and fro ; 
Bright with the beam of retiring daj, 
Old Eton's flag, on its watery way 

Moves on triumphantiy ; 
But what, that Ancient Poeta have told, 
Of Amphitrite's Car of Gold 
With the Nymphs behind, and the Nymphs before, 
And the Nerid's song, and the Triton's roar. 

Could equal half the pride, 
7%at heralds the Monarch's plashing oar, 

Over the swelling tide t 
And look! — they land, those gallant crews, 
With their jackets light, and their bellying trews; 



Tet e'en on this triumphant day 

One thought of grief will rise ; 
And though I bid my fancy play, 
And jest and laugh through ail the lay. 
Yet sadness still will have her way. 

And burst t^e vain disguise! 
Yes ! when the pageant shall have past, 
I shall have look'd upon my last ; 
I shall not e'er behold again 
Our pullers' unremitted strain ; 
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Nor liaten to the chsmritig cry 

Of oonteat OF of victory, 

That speaks what those young bosonu ^IbA, 

As keel is pressing fast on keel ; 

Oh I bright these glories still Aeil be, 

But ikvj ah^ never dawn fi>r ma. 
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Thure wcu a time young Roland thought 

His huntsman's call was worth a dozen 
Of those sweet notes his ear bad caught 

In boyhood, from his blue-eyed oouiun. 
How is it now that by my first 

Silent he sits, nor csres to ft^oW 
His deep-mouth'd stag-bound's matin burst, 

His clesr-ton'd huatslnan's joyous hollof 

How is it now, when babel 

Breathes coe low note of those sweet Blidib««, 
That every thought of hill and dell, 

And oH— save that sweet mi»strel— ^himbert. 
Why does he feel that long, dull pain 

Within my Second when she leaves him ? 
When shall fais falcon Sy again? 

When shall he break the spell that grieros hiin? 

And Isabel — how is it, too, 

That sadness o'er that young brow «IOsee 1 
How hath her eye lost half its blue 1 

How have her ehe^s lost all thdr roses 1 
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S^l on her lute sweet Dmnbera dwell, 
Still magio seems the breath that sways it ; 

But, oh ! how changed the tone and spell, 
If Boland be not there to praise it ! 

One summer's eve, while Isabel 

Sang till the starlight came to greet her, 
A tear from Roland's eyelid fell. 

And warp'd the string and spoil'd the metre. 
She could not sing another note ; 

"Wherefore, or why, I've not a notion ; 
And he — the swelling in kU throat 

Seemed working from some poisonous potion. 

I know not — I — how sigh or tear 

Cause these hysterical efihsions ; 
But from that eve, one little year 

Witnessed, youll say, such strange condumons. 
Beside my All I saw them sit ; 

And that same lute of song so tender — ■ 
A little child was thumping it 

With all his might — against the fender I 

And Isabel — she sang no more, 

But ever that small urchin followed ; 
Who with the lute upon t^e floor. 

Like a young dryad, whooped and holloed ! 
And Roland's hound la heard again. 

And Roland's hawk hath loosened jesses ! 
But Rolwd's smile is brightest when 

Beside my All his boy he presses. 
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II. 



Sra Harrt is famed for his amiable way 
Of talking a deal when he's nothing to say : 
Sir Harry will at by our Rosalie's side, 
And whisper from mom until eventide ; 
Yet, if you would ask of that mudea &ir 
What Sir Harry said while he lingered there ; 
Were the maiden aa clever as L. E. L. 
Not a word that he said could the maiden tell 1 

Sir Harry has ears, and Sir Harry has eyes, 

And Sir Harry has teeth of the usual size ; 

His nose is a nose of the every-day sort — 

Not exceedingly long, nor excessively short ; 

And his breath, tho' resembling in naught the " sweet 

south," 
Is inhaled through his lips, and exhaled from Ms mouth; 
And yet from the hour that Sir Harry was nursed. 
People said that his head was no more than my First f 

Sir Harry has ringlets he curls every day, 
And a fortune he spends in pomatums, they say ; 
He b just such a youth as our Hosalie bides with, 
When she has'nt got me to take waltzes or rides with; 
But not su(^ a one as, I ween, she would choose. 
Were a youth that / know to be caught in the noose ; 
For I've oil heard her say — tho' so flighty she's reck- 
oned — 
That she'd ne'er take a bridegroom who hadn't my Se- 
cond/ 



»i by Google 



363 <!ai.BjkDx«.. 

Sir Hany nt out, the last risit be paid. 

From when breakfast was over, till dinner was liud! 

He talked, in his usual lady-Iik« way, 

Of the ball and the ballet— die puk and t^a-play. 

Little Rosa, who hoped, ere the wholg daj had passed, 

That the youth would speak out, to the purpose, at last^ 

When evening at length was begmning to &M, 

Declared tjiatSir HJurry was naught but my AlH 



III. 

MoRNiira is beaming- o'er brake and bower, 
Hark I to the chimes from yonder tower. 
Call ye aiy. First from herchamber now, 
With her snowy veil and: her Jeweled brorw. 

Lo t where my Second, in goi^^ous arr^, 
Lead& from hb stable her beautiful bay, 
' Ixioking for her, as he curveta by, 
With an arching neck, and a glancing eye. 

Spread is tho' banquet, and studied the song.-j 

Kanged in meet order- the menial throng, 

Jerome ia ready with book and stale. 

And the maidens fling Sowers, but where ismy Wh(^ 

Look. to the hill, ia he dimbing its side? 
Look to the stream — is he crossing its tide 1. 
Out on the false one ! he comes not yet^^ 
Ladjt forget him, yea, seom and forget. 
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" My first waa dark o'er earth and air, 

As dark as ahe oould be ! 
The stars that gemmed her eboa hair 

Were only two or three : 
King Cole saw twice as muiy tiiere 

Aa you or I could see. 

'"Away, King Cole,' mine hostess said, 
' Flagon and flask are dry ; 
Your nag is neighing in the shed. 
For be knows a storm is nigh.' 
She aet my Second on his head. 
And she set it all awry." 



V. 



CoMK from my First, ay, come! 

The battle dawn is ni^ ; 
And the screaming trump aud the Hiund'ring d 

Are calling thee to die ! 
Fight as thy lather fought, 

Fall as thy &ther fell, 
Thy task is taught, thy diroud ia wrought ; 

So— forward! and &r«well I 

Toll ye, my Second ! toll I 

Fling high the flambeau's light ; 
And Biog the hymn for a parted soul, 

Beneath tb« sUokt night ! 
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The wreath upon his h^, 

The cross upon hb breast, 
Let the prajer be said, and the tear be si 

So — take lum to his rest ! 

Call ye my Whole, ay, call ! 

The lord of lute and lay ; 
And let him greet the sable pall 

With a noble song to-day ; 
Go, call him by his name ; 

No fitter hand may crave 
To light the flame of a soldier's fame 

On the turf of a soldier's grave. 



VI. 

Sib Hilary charged at Agincourt, — 

Sooth 'twas an awful day ! 
And though in that old ^e of sport 
The rufflers of the camp and court 

Had little time to-pray, 
Tia stud Sir Hilary muttered there 
Two syllables by way of prayer. 

My Finl to all the brave and proud 

Who see to-morrow's sun ; 
My Next with her cold and quiet doud 
To those who find their dewy shroud 

Before to-day's be done ; 
And both tt^ether to all blue eyes 
That weep when a warrior nobly diea. 
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Hot shall I woo her^ — I will try 

The charms of olden time, 
And swear by earth and sea and sky. 

And rave in prose and rhyme ; — 
And I will tell ber when I bent 

My knee in other years, 
I was not half so eloquent, 

I could not speak for tears ! 



How shall I woo her I — I will bow 

Before the holy shrine ; 
And pray the prayer, and vow tie tow, 

And press her lips to mine ; 
And 1 will tell her, when she parts 

From passion's thrilling kiss, 
Hiat memory to many hearts 

Is dearer far than bliss. 



Away ! away ! the chords are mute, 

He bond is rent in twain; — 
You cannot wake that silent lut«, 

Nor clasp those links agtun ; 
Love's toil I know is little cost, 

Love's perjury is light tin ; 
*But souls that lose what I have lost, — 
What have they left to win ? 
10 
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Ilie lad; of Mb love, ob, slis was dunged, 
Ai bj the ucknew of tbe booI I 

Sffren. 

Oo thou, vbile in thy Bonl, and fill a throoa 
Of innooenOB and pnrity, in Heavsn I 

Ford. 

I KNOW that it must be, 
Yea ! thou art changed — all worshipped g» thou art- 
Mourned as thou ehalt be ! Sickness of the heart 

Hath done its work on thee ! 

Thy dim eyes tell a tale, 
A piteous tale, of vigils ; and the trace 
Of bitter tears is on thy beauteous feee, 

Beauteous, and yet so pale ! 

Changed love ! but not alone ! 
I am not what they think me ; though my cheek 
Wear but its last year's furrow, though I speak 

^Fhua in my natural tone. 
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The temple of my youth 
Was strong in moral purpose: once I felt 
The glory of philosophy, and knelt 

In the pure shrine of truth. 

I went into the storm, 
And mocked the billows of the tostang sea ; 
I said to Fate, " What wilt thou do to me 1 

I have not harmed a worm !" 

Viunly the heart la steeled 
In Wisdom's armor ; let her bum her books ! 
I look upon, them as the soldier looks 

Upon his doyen shield. 

Virtue and Virtue's rest, 
How have they perished ! Through my onward course 
Repentance dogs myfootsteps! black RemorsA 

Is my familiar guest I 

The glory and the glow 
Of the world's loveliness have pa^ed away ; 
And Fate hath little to inflict, to-day, 

And nothing to bestow ! 

Is not the damning line 
Of guilt and grief engraven on me now t 
And the fierce passion which hath scathed thy brow, 

Hath it not blasted mine 1 

No matter ! I will turn 
To the straight path of duty ; I have wrought. 
At last, my wayward spirit to be taught 

What it hath yet to learn. 
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Labor shall be my lot ; 
Hy kiodred shall be joyful in my praise ; 
And Fame shall twine for me, in after days, 

A wreath I covet not. 

And if I cannot make, 
Dearest ! thy hope my hope, thy trust my tnut, 
Yet wiU I study to be good, and just, 

And blameless, for thy sake. 

Thou may'st have comfort yet ! 
Whate'er the souroe from which those waters glide, 
ThoM hast found healing mercy in their tide ; 

Be happy and fbi^t [ 

Foi^et me — and farewell I 
Bnt say not that in me new hopes and fears, 
Or absence, or the lapse of gradual years, 

"Will break thy memory's speU 1 

Indelibly, within, 
All I have lost is written ; and the theme 
Which Silence whispers to my thoughts and dreama 

Is sorrow still — and sin t 
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THE CONFESSION OF DON CABLOa 

Ok tkll not me of broken tow— 

I speak a firmer passion now ; 

Oh 1 tell not me of shattered chait^- 

llie link shall never burst agtun ; 

My soul is fix'd as firmly here 

As the red Sun in his career ; 

As Victory on Mina's creat, 

Or TendeniesB in Rosa's breast, 

Then do not tell me, while we part, 

Of fickle flame, and roving heart ; 

While Youth shall bow at Beauty's shrine, 

That flame shall glow — that heart be thine. 

Then wherefore dost thou bid me tell 
Hie tale thy malice knows so well 1 
I may not disobey Uiee ! — Yes ! 
Thou bidst me, — and I will confess :— 
See how adoringly I kneel — 
Hear how my folly 1 reveal ; 
My folly !^-chide me if thou wilt, 
Thou shalt not — canst not call it — ffuilt. 
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And when my feithlessneaa is told, 
Ere thou bsst time to play the scold, 
111 baste the fond rebuke to check. 
And lean upon thy snowy neck, 
Play with its glossy auburn hair, 
And hide the blush of &lsehood there. 

Inez, the innocent and young, 

JTiret siared my heart, and waked my song ; 

We both were harmless, and untaught 

To love as &shionables ought ; 

With all the modesty of youth. 

We talk'd of constancy and truth ; 

Grew fond of Music, and the Moon, 

And wander'd on the nights of June, 

To ait beneath the chestnut-tree, 

While the lonely stars shone mellowly, 

Shedding a pale and dancing beam 

On the wave of Guadalquivir's stream. 

And aye we talk'd of faith and feelings, 

With no distrustings, no concealinga ; 

And aye we joy'd in stolen glances, 

And sigh'd and blush'd, and read romances. 

Our love was ardent and sincere, — 

And lasted, Rosa — half a year I 

And then the maid grew fickle-hearted, 

Married Don Jose — so we parted. 

At twenty-one, I've often beard, 

My bashfulnesa was quite absurd ; 

FoTj'with a squeamishnesa uncommon, 

I fear'd to love a married woman. 
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Fair Leonora's laughing, eye 
Again awaked my song and sigh ; 
A gay intriguing dame was ehe ; 

And fifty Dons of high degree, 
That came and went aa they were bid, 
Dubb'd her the Beauty of Madrid. 
Alas ! what constant pains 1 took 
To merit one approving look : 
I courted Valor — and the Muae, 
Wrote cliallengea — and billet-doux j 
Paid for Sherbet and Serenade, 
Fenced with Pegru and Alrarade; 
Fought at the Bull-fights like a hero, 
Studied small-talk, — and the Bolero ; 
Play'd the guitar — and play'd the fool; 
This out of tune — that out of rule. 
I oft at midnight wander'd out. 
Wrapt up in love — and my capote, 
To muse on beauty — and the skies, 
Cold winds — and Lenora's eyes. 
Alas ! when all my gains were told, 
rd caught a Tartar*— and a cold. 
And yet perchance that lovely brow 
Had still detain'd my captive vow; 
That clear blue eye's enchanting roll 
Had still enthrall'd my yielding soul ; 
But suddenly a vision bright 
Came o'er me in a veil of light, 

* The original was a Bpuiieh idiom iriuch ws faond it imposiubla 
" to render liWraUf ; wo believe it oomes very near to ttie English ea- 
presuon wMch we have BubeUtutod. 
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And burst the bond whose fetters bound me, 
And broke the spell that hung around me, 
Recall'd the heart that madly roved, 
And bade me love, and be beloved. 
Who was it broke the chain and spell t 
Dark-eyed Castilian ! — thou canst tell t 
And am I iaithlesa t — wo tie while. 
What vow but melts at Rosa's smile 1 
For broken vows, and faith betrayed, 
Hie guilt u thine, Castilian maid I 
'Hie tale is told aad I am gone . — 
ITiink of me, loved and lovely one. 
When none on earth shall care beside 
How Carlos lived, or loved, or died ! 
jOiy love on earth shall be to me 
A bird upon a leafless tree — 
A bark upon a hopeless wave— 
A lily on a tombless grave — 
A cheering hope — a living ray, 
To light me on a weary vay. 

And thus is Love's Confession done ; 
Give me thy parting benison ; 
And ere I rise from bended knee. 
To wander o'er a foreign sea, 
Alone and friendless, — ere I don 
My pilgrim's hat, and sandal shoon— > 
Dark-eyed Castilian ! let me win 
Forgiveness sweet for venial sin ; 
Let lonely sighs and dreams of thee. 
Be penance for my peijury. 
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JuuA, wbile London's fanded bliss 
Bida you despise a life like this, 

While and ita joys you leave, 

For hopes, that flatter to deceive, 

You vill not Bcomfully refuse, 

(Though dull the theme, and weak the Muse,) 

To look upon my line, and hear 

What Friendship sends to Beauty's ear. 

Four miles from Tdim, a neat abode 
O'erlooka a rose-bush, and a road ; 
A paling, clean'd with constant oare. 
Surrounds ten yards of neat parterre^ 
Where dusty ivy strives to crawl 
Five inches up the whiten'd wall. 
The open window thickly set 
With myrtle, and with migniouette. 
Behind whose cultivated row 
A brace of globes peep out for show ; 
10* 
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The avanue — the Ijurnish'd plate, 
Tbat decks the would-be rusdo gate, 
Denote the fane where Fashion dwells, 
— " Lyce'B Academy for Belles." 

?Tw88 here, in earlier, happier days, 
Ketired from pleasure's weary maze. 
You found, unknown to care or pain. 
The peace you will not find f^ain. 
Here Friendships, &r too fond to last, 
A bright, but fleeting radiance cast, 
On every sport that Mirth devised. 
And every scene that Childhood prized. 
And every bliss, that bids jou yet 
Recall those momenta with regret. 

Those friends have mii^led in the strife 
Hiat fills the busy scene of .life, 
And Pride and Folly — Cares and Fears, 
Look dark iipon their future years : 
But by their wrecks may Julia learn. 
Whither her fragile bark to turn ; 
And, o'er the troubled sea of fete, 
Avoid the rocks they found too late. 

You know Camilla— o'er the plain 
She guides the fiery hunter's rein ; 
First in the chace she sounds the horn, 
Trampling to earth the farmer's com, 
That hardly deign'd to bend its head, 
Beneath her namesake's lighter tread. 
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With Bob the Squire, her poHsh'd lover, 
She wields the gun, or beats the cover ; 
And then her steed ! — why ! every down 
Telld how she rubs Smolensko down, 
-And combs the muie, and cle&na the hoo^ 
'While wondering hostlers stand aloof. 

At night, before (he Christmas fire 
She plays backgammon with the Squire; 
Shares in his laugh, and his liquor, 
Mimics her father and the Viear ; 
Swears at the grooms — without'a blush 
Dips in her ale the captured brush, 

Until •■ her father duly tired — 

The parson's wig as duly fired' — 
The dogs all still — the Squire asleep, 
And dreaming of his usual leap — 
She leaves the dregs of white and red, 
And lounges languidly to bed ; 
And still in nightly visions borne. 
She gallops o'er the rustic's oorn ; 
Still wields the lash — still diakes the box. 
Dreaming of " sixes " — and the fox. 

And this is bliss — the story runs, 
Camilla never wept — save once ; 
Yes ! once indeed Camilla cried — 
Twas when her dear Blue-stockinga died. 

Pretty Cordelia thinks she's ill — 
She BOfka her med'cine at Quadrille ; 
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With hope, and fe&r, and eavy tick, 
She gazes on the dubicus trick, 
Aj9 if eternitjr were laid 
Upon a diamond, or a spade. 
And I have seen a transient pique 
Wake, o'er that soil and girlish cheek, 
A chilly and a feverish hue, 
Blighting the soil where Beauty grew, 
And bidding Hate and Malice rove 
In eyes that ought to beam with love. 

Turn we to Faimia — she was &ir 
As the soft fleeting forma of air, 
Shaped by the fancy — fitting theme 
For youthfiil hard's enamor'd dream. 
The neck, on whose transparent glow, 
He auburn ringlets sweetly flow. 
The eye that swims in liquid fire. 
The brow that frowns in playful ire ; 
All these, when fannia's early youth 
Look'd lovely in its native truth, 
Difltised a bright, unconscious grace, 
Almost divine, o'er form and face. 

Her lip has lost its fragrant dew. 
Her cheek has lost its rosy hue. 
Her eye the glad enlivening rays 
That glitter'd there in happier days. 
Her heart the ignorance of wo 
Which Fashion's votaries may not know. 
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Hie dty'B smoke — die noxious Gr- 
ille ccaistAnt (n^nd — the torch's glare — 
Hie moming sleep^the nooui&j call — 
The late repast — the midnight ball, 
Bid Faith and Beauty die, and taint 
Her heart with frand, her face with p^t. 

And what the boon, the pme enjoy'd, 
iFor fame de&oed, and peace destroyed I 
"Why ask we this t With oonsdous grace 
She criticiBes silk and lace ; 
Queen of the modes, she reigns alike 
O'er sarcenet, bobbin, net^ Vandyke, 
O'er rouge and ribbons, combs and curia, 
Ferfiimes and patches, pins and pearls ; 
Feelings and faintings, songs and sighs, 
SmaU-talk and scandal, love and lies, 

CSrded by beaux behold her sit. 

While Dandies tremble at her wit ; 

The CaptfUD hatea "a woman's gab ;" 

" A devil !" cries t^e shy Cantab ; 

Hie young Etonian strirea to fly 

Hie glance of her sarcastic eye, 

For well he knows she looks him o'er, 

To stamp him " buck," or dub Mm " bore." 

Such is her life — a life of waste, 
A lile of wretchedness — and itub. 
And all the glory Fannia boasts, 
And all the price that glory costs, 
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9 TO rOEIA. 

At once are reckon'd up, in aaa— 
One word of blisa and folly ■ Tan. 

Not these ttie thoughts that could perplex 
The &ncieB of our fickle sex, 
When England's favorite, good Queen Bess, 
Was Queen alike o'er war and dress. 
Then ladies gay play'd oUMe— and ballads, 
And tearot to dress their hair — end salads ; 
Sweets— and sweet looks were studied then. 
And both were pleasing to the men ; 
For cookery was allied to taste, 
And girls were taught to blush — and baste. 
Dish^ were bright — and so were eyes, 
And lords made love — and ladies pies. 

Then Valor won the wavering field, 
By dint of hauberk and of shield ; 
And Beauty won the watering heart, 
By dint of pickle, and of tart. 
The minuet was the favqrite dance. 
Girls loved the needle— boys the lance ; 
And Cupid took his constajit post 
At dinner, by the boil'd and roast, 
Or secretly was wont to lurk. 
In tournament, or needle-work. 
Oh ! 'twas a reign of all delights, 
Of hot S'ir-loinB, — and hot Sir kniglits ; 
Feasting and fighting, hand in hand, 
Fatten'd, and glorified the land ; 
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And noble diiefa had noble cheer, 
And knights grew strong upon strong beerj 
Honor and oxen both were nourish'd, 
And chivalry — and pudding flourisli'd. 

I'd rather see that magic &ce, 
That look of love, that form of grace, 
Orded by whalebone, and by ru^ 
Intent on puddings, and on puffs, 
I'd rather view thee thus, than see 
"A Fashionable" rise in thee. 
If Life is dark, 'tis not for you. 



(If partial Friendship' 
To cure its griefs, and drown 
By leaping gates, and murderi 
Nor to confine that feeling soul. 
To winning lovers — or the vole. 



its cares, 
ing hares, 



If these and such pursuits are thine, 
Julia ! thou art no friend of mine ! 
I love plain dress — I eat plain joints, 
I canot play ten guinea points, 
I make no study of a pin, 
And hate a female whipper-in. 
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LINES TO FLORENCa 

LoNQ years have pass'd with aileat pace, 

Florence ! since you and I have met ; 
Yet — when that meeting I retrace, 

My cheek ia pale, my eye is wet ; 
For I was doom'd &om thence to rove, 

O'er distant tracts of earth and sea. 
Unaided, Florence ! — save by love ; 

And unremember'd — save by thee ! 
We met ! and hope beguiled our fears, 

Hope, ever bright, and ever vain ; 
We parted thence in silent tears, 

Never to meet — in life — again. 
The myrtle that I gaze upon, 

Sad token by thy love devised^ 
Is all the record left of one 

So long bewail'd — so dearly prized. 
You gave it in an hour of grief^ 

When gifta of loVe are doubly dear ; 
You gave it — and one tender leaf 

Glisten'd the while with Beauty's tear. 
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Lima TO TLOKSROZ. 

A tear — oh lovelier iar to me, 

Shed for me in my saddest hoilr, 
Than bright and flattering smiles oould be, 

In courtly hall or summer bower, 
You strove my anguish to b^nile, 

With distant hopes of future weal ; 
You strove ! — alas I you could not smile. 

Nor speak the hope you did not feel. 
I bore the gift Affection gave, 

O'er desert sand and thorny brake, 
O'er rugged rock and stormy wave, 

I loved it for the giver's sake ; 
And often in my happiest day. 

In scenes of blias and hours of pride, 
When all around was glad and gay, 

I look'd upon the gift — and si^'d : 
And when on ocean, or on dift;. 

Forth strode the Spirit of the Stonn, 
I gazed upon thy fading gift, 

1 thought upon thy fading form ; 
- Fo^ot the lightning's vivid dart, 

Forgot the rage of sky and sea, 
Forgot the doom that bade us part — ■ 

And only lived to love and thee. 
Florence ! tfay myrtle blooms ! but thou. 

Beneath thy oold and lowly stone. 
Forgetful of our mutual vow, 

And of a heart — still all thine own, 
Art laid in that unconsraous sleep, 

Which he that waUs thee soon must know, 
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I I.IKIB TO FLOitKKOl, 

Where none may smile, aud none may weep, 

None dream of blisa, or wake to wo. 
If e'er, as Fancy oft will feign, 

To that dear spot whidi gave thee birth 
Thj fleeting shade returns ^sln, 

To look on him thou lov'dst on earth. 
It ta&y a moment's joj impart, 

To know that this, thy favoritfi tree, 
Is to my desolated heart 

Almost as dear as thou could'st be. 
My Florence ! — soon — the thought is sweet t 

The turf that wraps thee 1 shall press ; 
Again, ray Florence ! we shall meet. 

In bliss — or in foigetMness. 
With thee in Death's oblivion laid, 

I will not have the cypress gloom 
To throw its sickly, sullen shade, 

Over the stillness of my tomb ; 
And there the 'scutcheon shall not shine, 

And there the banner shall not wave; 
The treasures of the glittering mine 

Would ill become a lover's grave : 
But when from tiiis abode of strife 

My liberated shade shall roam, 
Thy.myrtle, that has oheer'd my life 

Shall deoorat« my narrow home : 
And it shall bloom in beauty there, 

Like Florence in her early day ; 
Or, nipp'd by cold December's air. 

Whither — ^like Hope and thee — away. 
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O'xR you Churchyard ths storm may lower; 

But, heedless of the wintry ^r, 

One little bud shall linger there, 
A still and trembling flower. 

Unscathed by long revolving years, 
Its tender leaves shall flourish yet, 

And sparkle in the moonlight, wet 
With the pale dew of tears. 

And where thine humble ashes lie, 
Instead of 'scutcheon or of stone, 
It rises o'er thee, lonely one, 

Oiild of obscurity ! 

Mild was tby voice as Zephyr's breath, 
Thy cheek with flowing loclfs was shaded t 
But the voice hath died, the cheek hath faded 

In the cold breeze of death 1 
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Brightly tluDc ej« vas smjling, Sweet 1 
But now Decay bath atill'd its glandog ; 
Warmly thy little heart was dancing, 

But it hath oeaaed to beati 

A taw short mooths — aod thou vert here t 
Hope sat upon tliy youthAil brow ; 
And what is thy memorial now 1 

A flower — and a Tear. 
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CASSANDRA. 

" Thxt burned to the ieaat, 

The warrior uid the priest, 
And the gay maiden with her jeweled brow ; 

The minstrel's harp and voioe 

Said ' Triumph and rejoice !' 
On« only monmed ! — many are mourning now ! 

** 'Peace ! startle not the light 
With the wild dreams of night ;' — 

So spake the Princes in their pride and joy, 
When I in thrar dull ears 
Shrieked forth my tale of tears, 

' Wo to the goigeous city, wo to Tioj I'— 

"Ye watch the dun smoke rise 

Up to the lurid skies ; 
Te see the red light flickering on the stream ; 

Ye listen to the fall 

Of gat«, and tower, and wall ; 
Sisters, the time is come I — alas, it is no dream I 
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" Through hall, and court, and por<di, 

Glides on the pitiless torch; 
The swift avengers faint not in their toU : 

Vain now the matron's sighs ; 

Vain now the inlant's cries ; 
liOok, sisters, look, who leads them U> the spoil 1 

" Not Pyirhus, though his hand 

Is on his father's brand ; 
Not the fell framef of the accursed Steed ; 

Not Nestor's hoary head ; 

Nor Teucer's rapid tread ; 
Nor the fierce wrath of impious Diomeda. 

" Visions of deeper fear 

To-night are warring here ; — 
I know dhem, sisters, the mysterious Three ; 

Minerva's lightning frown, 

And Juno's golden crown. 
And him the mighty ruler of the sounding sea. 

"Through wailing and through wo, 

SUent and sterp they go;-7- 
So have I ever seen them in my trance ! 

Exultingly they guide 

Destruction's fiery tide. 
And lift the dazzling shield, and poise the deadly lanoe. 

" Lo ! where the old man stands. 
Folding his palsied hands, 
And muttering with white lips, his querulous prayer ; 
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0A8SAKDRA. 831 

' Where is my noble son, 
My beat, my bravest one, — 
Troy's hope and Priam's, — where is Hector, where V 

" Why is thy falchion grasped t 

Why is thy helmet dasped t 
Fitter the fillet for such brow as thine ! 

The altar reeks with gore ; 

Oh sisters, look no more ! 
It is our father's blood upon the shrine I 

" And ye, alas ! must roam 

Far fifom your desolate home, 
Far from lost Ilium, o'er the joyless wave ; 

Ye may not from those bowers 

Gather the trampled flowers. 
To wreathe sad garlands for your bret^en's grave. 

"Away, away! the gale 

Sljrs the white bosomed sail ; 
Hence ! — look not back to freedom or to iame ; 

Labor must be your doom, 

Nightrwatchings, days of gloom. 
The bitter bread of tears, the bridal couch of shame. 

" Even now some Grecian dame 
Beholds the signal flame. 
And waits expectant the returning fleet; 
' Why lingers yet my lord 1 
Hnth he not sheathed his sword — 
Will he not bring my handmaid to my feet V 
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" Me too the dark Fates c^l ; 

Their sway is over all, 
Captor and oaptdve, prison-house and throne ; — 

I tell of others' lot ; 

'Skej hear me, hoed me not ! 
Hide, angry Phcefaua, hide from me mine own." 



SONNET TO ADA. 

Tex touohing pathos of thy low sweet voice 

Fell on my heart, like dew on wither'd flowers, 

And brought such memory of departed hoars 

As made me weep — yet in my tears rejoice. 

For one I loved — now lost to me for ever — 

Breathed even so the soul of melody. 

And — since that voice lias perish'd — never, never, 

Till I heard thine, such sounds had greeted me. 

E'en now thy tones, reeaJl'd by night and day, 

Linger in Memory's echo-haunted cell. 

Thrilling sweet agony : nor know I well 

Whether to chide them, or to bid them stay. 

At times I scarce can bear the pain'd regret 

"Which they excite — then cry, Oh do not leave me yet I 
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The soldier's nlence, and the matron's tear,— 

These are the trappings of the esble bier, 

Which time corrupts not, ialsehood oannot hide, 

Nor folly soorn, nor calumny deride. 

And ' what is writ, is writ !'— the guilt and shame, 

All eyes have seen them, and all lips may blame ; 

Where is the record of the wrong that stung, 

The charm that tempted, and the grief that wrung T 

Let feeble hands, iniquitously just, 

Rake up the reliques of the sinful dust, 

Let ignorance mock the pang it cannot feel. 

And Malice brand, what Mercy would conceal ; 

It matters not ! he died as all would die ; 

Greece had his earliest song, his latest sigh ; 

And o'er the shiine, in which that cold heart sleeps, 

Glory looks dim, and joyous conquest weeps. 

The maids of Athens to the spot shall bring 

The freshest roses of the new-born spring, 

The Spartan boys their first-won wreath shall bear, 

To bloom round Byron's nra, or droop in sadness there I 

Farewell, sweet Athxns ! thou shalt be again 
The sceptred Queen of all thine old domain, 
Agun be bleat in all thy varied charms 
Of loveliness and valor, arts and arms. 
Forget not then, that in thine hour of dread, 
While the weak battled, and the guiltless bled. 
Though Kings and Courts stood gazing on thy fate, 
The bad, to sooff— the better, to debate, 
13 
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890 AtBKHS. 

Here, where the soul gf youth ramemhera jet 
!%« smiles and teAn whidi manhood moat fiu^t, 
In a far Und, the honeit and the free 
Had lipa to pray, and hearts to &el, for thee 1 
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A CATALOGUE 

OF 

BOOKS, 



THE PICTORIAL BIBLEj 

Fries Six Dollua. 

TBI Fktoital Bible, being the Old ud Sew Tc^^manti, aaeoMng la 
dke antbnizad venioii.' illoatrated with dhxii than otM Cbonnnd en- 
gnnng^reprewDtiDglbeHisIoncilETenU aflar celebrUed piotiirei: 
lbs Ludscspe Scene* froiD original drawiiiEi or Trom aatbeaCle ob- 
grwrinffi 1 SAd lbs lubjecta of Natural HiitoT^, Cofltoms, and Anliqai- 
tiea, tmm the best toiucei. Wilb an eleganllr sngiaTsd Familj 
Beood, and a oerr and aolhentlo Map of Pdeadne. 

TactlTB work, and liaTA na doubt that 
(load by a Ivn circulation." 

H. Y. AmgdiMt. 
d ihm BOfTaTlnga ajt Mlact and dk»- 
niunBiDUi and goad, aa to be In Ibain- 

" Ita abondant and bcaatiful HIiutratlDni ad^ it for a Family Bible, tiul 

" It la a tuparb publication'**— Ztoit'f Hrrald. 

^'Tho engnvlngi ase eiacated In a Una itrla of tha ait, and the paper 
and the type are all that the moit futidioua oj» could reqain-**— ifun^^MU, 



THE PIOTORIAL NE.V/ TESTAMENT, 
AND THE BOOK OF PSALMS. 

Frloe Two DoUan. 
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NEW AND FASCINATINQ WORK. 

MEN AND WOMEN 

OF THB 

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY, 

BY ARSENE HOUSSAYE. 

"Vtth tamtifnUy^taignmd PortiUti d looli XT. bbiI UmA. S» Panpttoir. 

7n Two VoU, 12mo., en extra lupeifine paper, 450 pagei each, 

Clolh, Price $2 50. ■ 

Commm.—Jtnbtmai, FonteneDs. Uuimix. Piron, Tbe AbbC Trtmlt, Baufl-Bimud, 

Florkn, Soulicn, DIdenit, Qttstj. Rliuol, LcniU XV., Gmiie, Boucher, Tb* Vu- 

lix», Lsntan, WMlaii, Lt Kolte, DCUe, AbM Tntalel, Bnffim, Dnral^ CirdiiiMl da 

Serais CrEbinnn ths-O^, Muie Ann^Dctl^ HiduM de PomiMdonr, Ved«. MdUs. Cft- 

mugo. Mine. ClAiron, Uaduoe de U Popelimfere, Sophie Arnould, Cr^biUoii lita 

Tzt^c, UdQe, Golmflrd, Huth PngoB &oni the Life c^ Dancoaft, A Fl-omenAde In the 

PiIm^Rot^ Ois CtwnBer da la CloL 

" A more fucineUn; book Ghao Itali nntr lien from the iswning pm*. FsacCriii- 
Ong ia ia flulijeot ; btfcioMtuig la Ua Kyle ; ^"-'"■^"g in ID power to lead the ceeder 
Into cutl^-building of the moftt gorgGOiu md bevltchlD j deBcrlplicni. TTia nwn and 
woioen of the liifit centurf , whoee cluncteriBtlca ud hablti of Hie tbe eutfanr aukea hb 
theme, era French men end wddihii. Tha Coort g(LiHlia XV. la tta ptMind— not claatta 

Eatid, not ronnntic, for fWin haUoired, end jet eDchubed— opon wlddi he trcedL 
Btep bcflta the ptecfl. He hajLdlea hia aahjsec dainHlr, ele^uiaj, and wi& an qipfr 
rent consdnuBneu of the beirildertag effect be it VTodadag." — Cwlir iU gnflnr. 

" A Bode or aooirs. — T«o deliciouiJjr aplcr Taliunea, that an ■ perfect btmiu kMla 
for an epicnro hi readinK. here jnS been pobliabed br B«d*eld. ThBT an enlled ' TTia 
Men and Womeo of Che Ei^bueuth Cenmrj.' tranalaCed fhim tbe French of An£ne 
EouBflaye. AnecdotPa. eoaeip, hiatcuj, biography, era Bdini™i>ly mingled, and, In the 
dear, brleht aunnj Engnsh thry have been tranBplanced Into, ^ej fbna as agreeable a 

iQ{:h aa la rai^l J found but amoag French wrltera, la eiaentlal In ao hlatorlan ofthecL^ 
men of the Eighteenth Century/ by Ara&w Eoaaeaye."— £Ue-0rT ^"f^ 

teenth Ccntary." — Inifmniiffnat Magaiint, 
'• These two beauUfu] Tolumce are worthy thepemn] of erery Intelligent rmder. Mr. 

jects are of the deepeat Iruereac and ha handlea Obsm irLm en AccnJ^>Uahed pen."— 
B^ff^l^a BaUr Latga: 

*' They indwd luminh a moBt Impreaatve picture of France, dnnng that c/mtary, m 
jeen in bcr prinoaa, philoeophore, poele, palnten» acton, dancera, &c'' — BoMe% Travder, 

" It piesenta bj far tbe ben portrait of Ihs prominent %ui«i of the age to irhicfa it n- 
fera, thai wc linow of In tbe EnsTish lenmiage," — Efaiiii^ F oU. 
XV.— '™.™™'*."^^' ."* .^'^ - ." 

nal. 



hey are true to the hl4t0TyofthelJiDea.andtfaemG«Bnd women of the time^ 
enterlelniiig ei the atoii^B of the Anbien nighu."— .Bunbr BiU Avort, 
horhaH luij hia hnndupon the dead bean of that age. reanimated the flhutri- 

idnn, and criticinu— iti poeU, [diUQiopher^ satemen, aulhora, artiata, and 



widi anTthIng that carriee ua to entirely 
ge." — Awmif K^^reat, 
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DREAM-LAND BY DAYLIGHT; 

PANORAMA OF KOMANOE. 

Bi CAROLINE CHESEBRO. 

TUustraied iy D.A£i.e:y. One vol., 12mo. 



•• TheH limple ind beanliFnl itoriM ire iH highly eodmed wiA u aEqddM 
perceplkni of natartl beanty, vith which li combined bd ■pprsclittT*Nanc/iM 
nlatlon n the bigbeM moral ■modona."— jlliaiiy State Sigiiler. 

"TliBrFii B flae reia of pore and bol; iboogbt perradhig ereiy lakEn the vd- 
une ; uid every lover of Lbs beautirul and tfae will teel while penuiag k that 
he ia cooTBnJDg with a kindred ipiriL" — Alhany Eveniag Atiat, 

"The jparaef ihroagh I>ream-Laiid win be IbnDd foil of pleaanrei and wheB 
one retami from it, hs will have hi* miiid filled with good nggaitioiu bm |(Wti- 
nl life."— ^odlciJer Democmi^ 

" The anticipatioiu we have bad cf Ihia promiaed book an Mien than naliMd. 
It ia a colleclIoD of beaolifol iketobei. Id whir± the cnlllraled imagiouioB of tb« 
MlboceH hai inlerwoTea Ibe viaiona of Dream-Laud with the raallliM of ^^ 



*■ The dedlcalbo, la tu iweel and tooehhg parity of emotloB, li iudf as et^ 
neat of the many ' hlened boaaebotd voices' that oodm Dp fnai tbo beaifariMV 
depth, IhrDo^iaal lbs book.'' — Onlorra Repoitiory. 

" aladty da we greet Ihii Bowerel in the field of oot lileratnre, &c It ii tagrmt 
with iweeuand bright with bnei that mark it to be of Heavan'a dwb plandog." 
Courier and Enquinr, 

" Tbent ia a depth of aantiment aod feeling not radinarily met with, and aoDia 
<rf' (be nobleit facaltiei and aBbclioiu of maa'i nature are depicted tad illDatiaMd 
by lbs ikilfal pen of tbe eiitbama."~CAurcAaiaii. 

**Thai ooUecdon of atoriea faVy ioUini bar pnriooi repntatka, and aliocNM 
t brilliant promlae ni faints amiaeoca in tbli departawnt al lileratnra." 

Tiitumt, 

" We find !■ ibia volume umniKakeiibla evidauMi of origlsilt^ of mhtd, ■* 
almoit iDperaoDna depth of releelkn fer the depailment of oompoaltiaB to which 
tt la devoted, a rare Tacilily In aeizlDg the nnliiform aapecia of nacnre, and t, MlQ 
rarer power of giving them the form and hue of ImagiDttion, wlthoat deatiDjiiig 
their idendly." — Harptr't Uagatine- 

'Jnall thepmductianioflllaBCbeaabn'apeala niiilrilil ■ ilillliwt* iiiiiiiinilliw 
qfdw nlation ofnatnnl beaatyto the moral entotiaa, tndadwp kmiflhtlfM 
md Iba bsaatUbl In art and i>*)xat."~Day-B<)^ 
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CIoDrrnook; 



EECOLLECTIONS OF OUR HOME IN THE WEST. 

Bt ALICE CAREY. 
JUui^raied hy Dablbt. One vol., Hmo. 



"We do not hentale to predict fnr lh«as iksIdiH ■ wide papolaritj. 
Tbej bear the tme Mimp of grnius — limpls, naloral. tnjthrul — and erinea 
ft kMn wiMa of Iho hainar and pathoa, of lh« eomsd; and Iraf^j, of life 
in tb« cudDliy. No ona nho haa eT« read il can Eirfcitt the aad and bean- 
liliil almy of Marji Wildrrmingai ita weird fancj, tenderiKaa, and beantf ; 
ita tnncbing deacriplion of the emotion* of a rick and auRering human apirit, 
■tMl it* fiquimle rural pjctnm. The moral (one of Alice Carey'a wiitinga 
Il onoljMliaiuUe alwija." — J. O. WitiTTtia. 

" Miai Carej*a experience hu been in the miiUI of rural ocmpatifDi^ fo 
the interior of Ohio. Eveij word here reflect* thi* erperience, in the t>T- 
**t riiapea. and moat eiquiiite hoea. The opinion nnw appears to be com- 
monly entarlained. that Alice Carey ia decidedly the fint of nnr female aa> 
tbei* ; an opinion which Fiti-Greene Halleck, J. O. Wbittier, Dr. Griawold, 
Wm. D. Gallagher. Biyard Taylor, with many otheia, ba*e on Tariaiu 
oceaBDDa endaraad." — lUuttrated Nana, 

" If wr look at the entire catalogue of fsmals writer* of pTDse fiction in 
Ihia onunlry, we iball find no one who approachea Alice Carey in the beat 
efairadefiiitiei of genina. Like all genuine author* ihe haa peeuliaritie* ; 
ber hand ia detected a* unerringly a> that of Poe or HuwthoriM ; aa moch 
M Ihey ahe ia apart from otbera and aboia otherai and her akelchea of 
country life muat, we thinkv be admitted \n be anperior eren to thuae deltght- 
lul taleioTMiaaMilford, which, in a rimilar tine, are generally *FknowledgeiI 
*o be equ*l to anything done in England." — Intanalionai Magaxiru. 

" Alice Carey haa perhipa tiie atrongeat imaginalion imong the womtn 
at thia country. Her wridng* will liv* longer than thoM uf any other 
woman among tia." — Ameritm VHiig Sevieui. 

" AKce Carey haa a fine, rich, and purely original genln*. Her eotmtry 
■laiiea era almoat unequalad." — Khi^trboeker JVagimRe. 

" Mi** C*rey'a akelehe* *re remarkably freah. and eiquinte in deKawy, 
htlEiHir, and patho*. 8he ii bookad for immortality." — Home Jouniai. 

" The THmea apeaka of Alice Carey ** atanding at the head of the tiTin| 
Amale writer* of America. W* go even (arlher in our latorable jadgmen^ 
■Bd expreai the opinion ^at among thoae living or dead, ahe haa had no 
•qaal in thia country ; and we know of few in the annala of EngKril blaim- 
taia who ha>a exhibited anperior gift* of real poetic geniuj." — The iPaHliaii, 
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■ TALES AND TEADITIONS 

H U N G A R Y. 

BY THERESA PULSZKy. 

With a Portrait of the Author. 
Id On« TDlame, Qotli— Price, II 21, 

I'bb ■bofv cnntaiiu, In uddltton to tin Znglbih piiblicotioA, h unr Pufl 
TiLBl, BOV Snt prinlBil fiom Ibe mauiucript of the Antlior, vho hu e direct in' 



TbBB«™'»r»«i;hter. 




YanoHhik, llie Robber. 


19. ?ao Tmrdomky. 


13. Tlie Ptmr Tamr. 


The f™ aho^ 


14. Tbx Wsid™' Cutle. 


TliH Gold™ CrOM of Ko™fo. 


15. The Uiar of Uie Orphin G 

16. The Rock, of Lipnik. 
IT. Jttck, ihB Horw-Desler. 




The Ln'e of°d;o Angnlj. 


The Haid sad Ihe Gi niL 


18. KIlniKotir nf HunjnrT. 




19 YMio=h, the Horo. 




30. The Hongmiui OuUsm 


ai.Tr.ditl™ of to 


HoDgariui R>ce. 



"MiDin Pptgmr )> fsmiliBr with UiMe Iraditlonj ot the p»pl», und hH pcrfi-itlj 
icceeded Id BeTtiit)! ihem loloftn elti at'iive form, with lome ^rtOj* origlDiJ twea from 
er <iwp pen *" — WiyrwMer NaJiofal ^fit. 

''I'heli^mdi In ihii work ue verj btuitifiil, full orinlereit, vnried uid f pickUng in 
jle.** — Botton OHw BrvirK 

eri«d(ofEflT)iisli)r;Jti> wriiien villi grnoefui jrl dJcnIBed frecdoa)"-~.4Ua"V.^r#. 
" The itorU'i ■Liv of ■ »nd and ftncliuT chHrmcter, KlTieh nlll eau«- them to bo read 
" ■ In thi^ really throw light upon the earlj blecorj and lo 

I h'iftory of HuDgiry.and prrfeiit dlitlnct phesci «f Jlam^an llfr, 
iolorf, pnd fDlcnvoveu wilfa the vl|[oroDB piny uf a live]; imAgiuB' 

"They are lerwlj and di«rripttrely writt™, and oi'e tbe read>T a better Icii, 
I 1™. .^j 1: 1 :.u_. Tf [1,1, pBoplo than c«n be gathered fn 






tlionght of Ibe ponple brtter than snytbinii we h«»i> ivenr—If. O Journal md Coiirlcr. 

" 'nieautlioT enter* Into ibe legeodnr? IJfe of bet own coiinlry, and traoaraarfl tbem 
inta a language that abe baa maatered 'o aa to write it with uocommoD purity aud 
correetneaa." — Initfwndeni. 

" Thl> work clBini> more atlentiipn tbnit la ordlnerllr g<>pn to booki of Ita elati. 
Snch li the fiueney and correctness— nay. preo tb« nlerty and felicity of ilyle— with 
which Madame Pulaihy writes Ihe English lan|iu-ie>. Ihi-t merely in Ibli reipccc the 

" Freahneaa of auhject la inTaluabln m literaturp — Hananry is Btill frpah ffronnd. It 
haa lieeb trodden, but it ie not vet n common highwny. The talra and h-genda areverj 
yarioUi. from Ibe mere traditiocBj anpcilole to Ihe regular lecpnd, and they ba»e Uw 

"Madam Pnlazky has & special hudgptof bar own. The leienit of 'The Caitle ot 
Zipwn- b told wi^ rscj humor. Whmiaieally abaurd are the mstrlmonW^ifficuUlM 

poaieiaea. Moil Intereiliiiii of all aro ' 'Hia Unoginan Outl 



id edllTlnE cl<iH! than Ihe original 
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nwT rvmuaaztt, 

THE LADIES OF TUE COVENANT, 

MEMOIRa OF 

DISTINGUISHZD SCOTTISH FEMALE CHARACTERS, 
XnlvHiu tlu Period cf thfl OffTt"*^*" *^^ tt t TM^iiifT<ii 

Bt Tm BXV. JAMES ANDBOSOIT. 
H CbM Tohmt, I3in», eJoM, P>ic> ^i-i^—txtm giU, git edga m.76. 



OPINIONS OP THE PRESS. 

■ It li irriltE* wUh grmt (pliU ud & hractf lympUhy, nd ■tunndi hi Inctdwli of 
non tliu m rcmuitlc Intontt, whOa lbs tn» *^ pl^^ It dlxilaaat it Om aolilgit md 
Bwn alarited.'— ff. 7. £mivW{iL 

"Stidonibu tlw* been ■iiuiraliilcnMliif Tolnme An UafainrbiDdi. Stntea 
oT ScotHih loflniDi tbr ttielkltk hm almji dirUladu; bnt hen we hare Ihe Be- 
DiDinof dltlingQubed/aHliebmcKn, smbncloi lbs pnjod of the Coreuat nd the 
PenHntioh, viLb lacb talH cf berctem, d^rociDii. tiiilif trlninphi, or jnthi u roQie 
■obdne, ud deeply more ttie heeit of the nuder.'— JT. Y. Okno-. 

"UiDj ■ mother El bnel win here ber Mth laenp h aied. ud bee leid smkeaad, 
■od Iht GOBiage iiiliiiiled ifreeh by S» eiampls get beFore her— b j the clood af wit 
Bewa of her own lex, who eeteeEoed erecrflilog— wealtfa, honor, pleemra, eue, ud 
1; Inferior to Ibe grece of AeOoipeli (Bd who tVeeljrobred IhenuidTea 



"'nt Scotch win tmd Ehli book becBue It oomnenontee AtAf noble ooonlfTWiv 
kien! Prnbyuriuu will like It, becBute It record* the eodiruice end rrlumpha irf'Ibdr 
fUth ; md the Udioa will read II; u ui lotcrealinii tnemotiil of whit their hi hu dc^ 
bl trrlng tlBua for Dnih ud liberty."— Chtcfimidl Cntrel OMbuh BeraU. 

" It [> B record which, whDe It coafen honor on tlie kx, will clento Ibe heer^ ud 
nreaglhen It to the better perfonnHini of everj iatjr—tHdmtmJ {V*.J BiUgium 
OnU. 

- The DsHenduiM of then iidnti <at tmong ni, In All Pilgrim lud, ind w« «n- 
eidy eoBuneud All book to Ibdr pemul."— J>IjiiiuU OH VotoKf U^arlmL 

"There ere pi':''™ of endannce. tmit, ud deroUoD, In thli rohune of illlutriiMl 
mfisiug, which are worthr of troj'elutllng.''— (Merle JbpMMir. 

•• They ■boond with hicldenti md (uecdotei OlnttntlTe of the ttmeii ud ■• aeell 
•eercatj nf ere d(e]riT InlitHltiig to *U who Uhe u faitereit In the pwtreei of (krl»i 
Bmlty,"— Bonon J^niel. 

■Hr. AnderetB hH nwled hie nhjeel ablj , ud fcu Mt forA In (tionf UfhC lb* e> 
dniBf fiHhuidcamieaflhewlTeiuddmglitenof IheCorenuten.'*— jr. Y.JMtm 

* IE li ■ booh of peet MDeetiTaDeeik harliif not ool; the ItwhMM of norel^ ha 
•Terr dement of hWoilod Intereet—OMErln- en* JEHfuAv. 

■The uttiar )• > elergrmu of flw ScottlBh Urk, and hai esee«e 
wMi AaE aptrit ud falwiwblcb Blaht be opacted from one mjoyliii Or bnt ad 
Mjea ftw tiH dJeeoTcrj of obaenra polnta In flie hlatOT of BeoOud, 
■jnpMhT wlttlb* bwsfaua itf hla ewa ened.'— CMMMTdal jIAvMi 
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BRONCHITIS, 

AND KINDREO DISEASES. 

Bt "W". "W. hall, a. IL, M. D^ ITbw toar. 
In Language adapted to Common Seadera. 



OONTSNTS. 

Whsti»Throtl-Aat 

WhUuBimcbittit 

WhM il ConmnptianT 

Whit ue tfae Sjmptoma oT Tbrou-AIIT 

Wbmt an theSynploBXif BiDBcbiU*] 

Wbrt ne the fiTtnptoini of CooaoidpIiiMi t 

Bon do penooi gm Tbroal-all ? 

H*w da panoDi gat BimcUtia t 

Haw da panaa* get CeiimpdoB 1 

nirtot; of Icue aTThraat-AO. 

Bistor;r t' ■ c*** "f BniDoUtia, 

HktBfy of a oua of Cotuaaiptka. 

The Philosophy of Tlmiat-AIL 

Tbe Philouophj oTBHinchiiia. 

Tba Pfaitoiopliy of CouoBipdoa. - 

Snccenfal TTBattneDt of UtiseeB Caaea. 

Bhoala CoDXinipIiTe Fenofu go BonA T 

Aig Sai ToyagM baiuficial ? 

W4itl ara (be AdTsaUgea of Nitrata cf BilTar I 

WlnC aie tha AdTaougea of Cod-LlTSr Oil T 

Ipfloeoce (if Dyipeptic Dlseasei. 

b CoaaaBptiini commBBkiaMe T 

JLdroeaer of Hi Cacability by Hanball HaB. John Hnntsr, KnUtuialir, 

Sir Cbariaa Bcodawire, Sir Jaiaea Claik. DnngliwiD, Btokea, Carawell, Evas*, 

laannao, Voarnat. Rogee, Dr. Janaea Jotmoo, Ui. Wakely. Looii. Cowati, Dr. 

I. ParUi, Dr. A. Combe, 'Weilherheaa, Hayi. Medical Joainal. Lcndoa Lancet 

Btailbwdt*! Oatroapect, Eaukiagi AbiirscC, Cyclopsdiaof PrmcEical Medidia. 

TtMe* of Food, Time and Eaaiueai of Digeatioo, ita NntriOnaeM. 

ASTHUA, CaOUP, Nature, Caoae^ and Pclnclpleaof 

BplrDBietrical Obaertatioiii. 

Nnmaniu Caaea giren in IDailraHoD of Ifae Vtawi advK 
Obaptar to Theok^;ical Btadauta aod ClergjrmcB. 
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CHAEACTERS IN THE GOSPEL 

nXUBTKATISO 

PEASES OF CHAMCTEB AT THE PEESENT SAT. 

Bt RKr. E. H. CHAPIN. 

One Volume, 12mo., Cloth — ^Fbioe 50 ett. 

■ UBJKCT8. 



IT. PilMa; Ow Ibn of th* Wirii 
TL n« ffirtm oTBetlunj. 

* Each of die pnncaa hetv Duied !« tiihca ■« ■ rrprevoititiTe, or trpe, of m cIbm tim 
fcoad In the world, whDH cOurKlerinici Uk pnschsr dn*> out ud iDuitnlH fta du 
hMb-ucllafL, rtproof or camc^oa of bU betrpn uid nftdAn. Hie worl It dotie with 
b dcDfnl kbtod, ud in ■ ^\e ■ttjmcIJTe ud 1inpmalv«. Tfac book fumiibH dm 4?it;f 
■fr^AbJo, but very lut^ ud iutauOi-re rcadiDg "-^Bd^bk TVaivUr. 

»TfaspnKberliuKl«tsd lbs moM rtiiMiig tnlb In mh duncler deliiKidcd, h 

tn>>al « olMtM u lb '— "^ '"' * ' '— "- ' 

&e Ooapel nimllTe < 

■■ 'nnj Biv forclbla la tlj^, T^ormu tn tboaf bt, tnd fariKflt to ipMG ; Bad, llthauh 

proitably pcnuad by erer; mind of common diicdinlBAtioa.'' — Oouritr tt Xnfittr^. 

vm-Id, Ibeteeker. tbe £l«- br cfauitj vtd of (aiib, icuid out from th# Scriptum. ud 
Jobi EhemHlTH with our own 1<>iii( world. Ttaa loluma t> Terj [nrtnicIiTi^ RloqaMt 

ChrifUaahj." — OliTijtiaJt Enpiirtr, 

"l^a Hnthor of Ibli work li well known to fen elotlaent lectwr, «hI ttioee whoTflfed 
thli Tolams win not be dlHppotnVd is tltdr expecutkiu. Il li Inlended to help Dm 
naAta to nvJln the r\wid irutbfalnni and the perpetDfel freahneet of the goipel iisr»< 
tfve. WhUe wa dJifl^Qt from lonjfl of hit oplnjoiu, we rocomiuend It fei u febbi abd 
eloqaenl wort"— rfiftanjr RxpreMM. 

"* Mr. Cbfepln bfei tn euf , grftccfol it^le, iwvtlf toneblof tbe oatJIsee of hit plctam, 
«nd giTlng fremt conBlalencj ud beeatj to the whole. Tbe reader wilt find adnirable 

iook for deepir «pLiiCaii1 flewa, nor for u estimate of men and dceda bT tbe orthodolt 
Uudard. Tbey are rhelorlcill; -wtrj creditable, ud deal wilb religlou- — -^ -•••• — 
Mrneilneai not (Iwiji tu be fotiDd In Ibe writer'! denomination."— JV. I 

" Mr. Cbiplll ]• a (rapblc painter. He writes <D a forcible, bold. Iind fparleH man- 
WeTuI reflsctloai maj be derlied from ill pa^H."— Jtd<^/eu Ibratd Cflfokwiuf. V».) 

■The** dlaconraea bare been dolirered bj Mr. Chapin from Ibepolplt. and all who 

tnj lablect thfet bs hudlet. Theae dlicouraca teem with beautiful Ima^iy, und 
■bound with atrong, puncenl tmthi, ud whoerer leuli one will read the book 
Ibniuih.''— <Wa( A-osok (Sttum.) 
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NAEEATIVES 

SORCERY AND MAGIC; 

FROM THE MOST AUTHENTIC SOURCES. 

Bt THOMAS WRIGHT. A. M., F. R. A. 
it One Tobtmt, ISno, Clolk—P»ica fl.SIL 



XOTICES OF THE FOEaS. 



* Thb i* one of the ptcusntot bodu *baal wildunft that we ever naA t 
•nd Mr. Wiigbl lella hii ■toriei ind convey* hii infortnatiuii nitfa ki mack 
$fint anil good wnsc (hat ne tie aotij he hi> coofiaed hiiriHlf to only on* 
Jepirtment of a Miltjecl which be u Tcry nell able to Ireil ■■ ■ whola. 
Mr. Wright b» rcnrillen the criminal annali of wilchenfl in a atyla paiw 
fectly free from any impoctint Taulti; and he hai illuBtrated hia narratiT* 
by rich collateral farti ai could be acquired only b; long ^miliarily with ■ 
pecaliBT and eiteaiiTe branch of antiquarian learning. We da not aee 
Uien that the fartane* of witchcraft have aught to hopa,froni any nSTiMcr 
who may allempt to lupenede him." — Alhatintm, 

'• Thia ia a very carioni and highly intereating book. ' It contalrtB t igrigi 
of popular atoriei of aorcery and magic (the firal chieSy) and their Tietiiiu^ 
Crom the period of the middle agea down to that of the laal eiecnliona tot 
witchcraft in England and Axieiica. Mr. Wright tella Iheee aloriea admi- 
rably ; and without marring their effect a< illualrationi of the reapeetite 
phaaes of corrupt or imperfect civilization to which they were incident, hia 
clear commenta point the tmlh or philoaophy of the indiiidnal caae indepen- 
dent of ila aubjeclion to general cauiea or inSuencei. The lange of infor- 
mation in the boob ia extraordinarily wide, and it ia popularly aet forth 
throughout, wilbont « louch of pedantry ora dull page." — Examiatr, 

" From thia wide field Mr. WHghl baa aetected two parti for illnatration 
Til., u>rcer7 and magic ; and mnat have devoted much reading and reaeareh 
to produce ao comprebenaiTa i view of ^em, not only in Eaghmd ajid 
Scotland, but in Frauee, Spain, Italy, Germany, Sweden, anil Nn* 
Ellwand." — Littrary GaxetU. 
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LAT8 OF THE SCOTTISH CATALIEBS. 

Bt WILLIAM E. AYTOUN, 
One Volume, 13»k>^ Cloth — Pbicb $1. 

*llaefl« ilnlti* bflJcoig ta fCrring ud ptttb*^ smt^ and ubtQ poetfa dcAcrlpflc^ 
«r IfaHii d»1I b€ diangvdcd, ws Hunk Mr. Artinin'i prodictiaiii wall alcaUlad In 
DMtilllB ■ lavoTlU plu» bi pablis nllDudia."— Udrar^ aaaU4. 

•• "Ok bullldl in quartlaii an ilnnigl; Unied bf irep nMionil &vUnf , uid Tsalnd lb* 
nadir of Hacnl^'i 'Lft^i of jinoL«ric Ror)«:' uid, from the raon pictamqaa utoiv 
•r Uh nbjeet.im.pin'hipi.em] itiU moni blitalv colonid. 'Edmbu-gb ■Itar Flod- 
dn,' 'tb*D«lh of liDntraH.-ud 'ttn Butle (jKiUecruks,' in itrtUu which Seoteb- 
BiawmnotwlllliigljIMillr.'-'-ifns/lbrteitelSSS. , 

** GhooilBf btm tb« aupLfl ruwe of ScatHib hlMnrj, oeuiloiu which are Dflor uid 
dffv to tlw popular nrnpathj of bb WHnxrj, Hr Ajtoon. copfldvnt of Oh fowa of 
■troDf ooDTHtloiu aod a dimtt appaaJ to Iha «lpra«iitai7 coiotloika of the hamao hearty 
kaa pnMBtad u sight Bobls taT*— clear Id fseUiif. Mmple and dinet is eipmikia, 
tad ut^T TBied and TariaUa b naaaara, whkfe wU, wa an ccBideal. obUIto BIH17, 
It BBC alt (jthli Bum pratmUona and ommMcted emiteiapoiaifcia.'— JJIiranr mrU. 



THE BOOK OF BALLADS. 

KDITED BT 

■ BON" GAULTIER. 
One YoluTne, X^mo^ Cloth — ^Fbiob 16 cts. 

■BM OnlUar Umidf, tlivlt aalln. and TenlflcatlDii. Knalnad a 'Tarrow «fc 
fUled.' The c^uvdI* of that hDmorotu writer, Bompbow mBrrellonAl* **.-*nhi» tK* 
prtionefle fiofen of oor pnbUihfn, were jfit OBknown to ATOFrlnii i 
1 1 — 1 —i.ia'.-j 'Hio choice Tdnme hmt now and 

■t and bsrt thin; of the kind 



|h dm coliunu of a mBgufaia or newi 
~ - - - - ofBdhdeiialmpl] 



fta K^aited AddiHHa. Itepandleaof ,. ,, 

ioB (tall lorelj tlBg^ovi* pturrfUtteA), rrf Kfae^kT (tlic aoa 

HoaH (tbs 'jniS' poattcd'), are. wiA a doHn oUk«. Id ti _,_, 

cqoal to the fuueiu Cnbbe, and BcoCI^ wd CDlerMie oftlie is-ucendlnE Drur* Lue." 



Man on Lieseaut. 

Ths Abbe Fsbtobt. 
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THE WORKS 
E DGAR ALLAN POE: 

WITH NOTICES OP HIS LIFE MS GENIUS, 

BT J. a. LOWXI.U S. 7. WILLia AND & W. OBJSWOLD 

M too Volumet, ISnM^ tmik a Pobtkait oi tmi Atrraoi. 

l^tD>, Twa DoxciB* AVD finr Cnnra. 



ill (tiellolM]rb**iiu 

■■■" ' nutiiipU'. J*< 



ih] of thu d ng uia r lj-gijted writer u 



ill Us vnnBv«-44waUi«if upon unity 
ii m diem <uch m It puuctied by fttw 
; their dwd lndividud eKpFrieoiwL Thfl 
Bleu in mdttig ibe nmtfUclful ut bl* 
vtu4lJf occbnied, ■!■''' 



hhI htftil; nggeMTe eaafoMai ; Oitj in lU tfaid nmt&i la ni of ■ u 
wboH aniwiniwia gaiilu it would be tolfr to deny."— ff. r. IVOixu. 

■>llr. Fm^i hitellRBil diB*iitar--4it gBi]i»-~b icuiiped upon ill Ui mraita- 
ttoH, and «s •faiO pl«e Uhh !■<• ««*• In Ae UtevT UHac Abh booki dK 
to ba puted iflth.'^--ff. T. CmanW JdtatltB: 

"liiaHOslluIimlflinnnleiHtiu wvH In the mdaneholT portrril pn- 
fixed aod the bile, u In the tiiree piJIbeiuliiB cdllorH wtm uconpti^ bam 
InpubHl; 'Rwy en (he bmouuIhI of > lingular rnnn, poHeucid pdluipi of •• 
"■ ' ' ■ 1~^-^[ denerily of «;le and BBBif» 



OrlH of one of the il 



" A MBojiMtB collection of the 
kr men of the djty. Mr. Poe wi 



llrtskkijer bnlUa B 



termi,u uir^Uc gettloB. <ien1uB IB nmriT nnWemlly iTTiL 
KB excepdcHi ta hU niles, Hu would bnjld up m poprn -H a IjTkrkliiJe] 
wall ; or radier, he wodd begin ar the top uid build downward to 
■Id jvTl,lalu thepoetn ao auinf/aTAml, hp would manngetolwalbe t; 
or life ftBd Ibis fut prored that it wu not all a niiailflw:tiHa-<-that 
waa atto, w a acFtifiiL decree, a growth, a real piBTit. Inking root In t 



which we haTe met for a loi^ time. Thaj ^ . 

Edgar A. Pue— 'pieen which for yean have been fi^g ■ fte rooada of the 

bnmiii pniaa. We feel, howerer, that thow prodDeUcau will lire. Thn 

■ICB i'^gh ftw.' the cSemnT '' " ' 

praiiA3aii]»lue tn out Utentnn 
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JUST PITBLISHBD, 

THE LITERATI: 

aoHB HONUT omnoNa about 
AUTORIAL MERITS AND DEMERITS, 

WITH 0CCA8I0NAI. WORDS OP nBASONALITT 



MARfilHAUA, SUGGESTIONS, AKD ESSAYS. 

BY EDOAR A. POE. 

If I >«T «li n j poM ly nedtd ftvm win 



mriu (/ di< Mlowlng uithiin t— 



J. a C BRAIHARI), 
PTT?. nxEiniE HALLEClt, 

M Ctn.LEN BRYAMT, 



JAMES PENIMOBE COOPEB, 
CHARLBB ANTHOH. LL.D, 
OUUAN C. VERPLAHCK, 
ROBERT W*L8H, 
PFEKO UARQNCELLt, ' 
JOHN W. FHANCia, ILD,LLJ» 
WILLIAM W. LORD, 
SERA SMITH, 
THOMAS WARD, M.D, 
RICHAHD ADAMS LOCKE, 
RUFUS DAVfEB, 
iAMES LAW80K, 
PROSPER M. WETHORE, 
GEORGE B. CHEEVER, Ujy, 
FREEMAN HUMT. 
XATIIANrEL HAWTHORN^ 
JtUFUS W. OKjaWOLD, 



IlENRT CAREY, 



JAMES RUaSELL LOWELL, 
OORNELltlfl UATUEWa, 
HENRY a BSRAT, 
LEWIS GAVLORD CLARK, 
RALPH HOVT, 
JANE3 ALDRiCH, 
THOMAS DUKM BROWN, 
CHARLES F. BRlGaa, 
WILLIAM W. niLLI-:SPI^ 
EVERT A. DUICtUXCK, 



IOBL_ T^HEApLETj_ 

LwiLLI^ 

LAUGHTON OSSORM, 
EPES SARGENT, 
E. P. WHIPPLE, 
ROBERT M. BIRD, 
WILLIAM ELLERT CHANXHICL 
WILLIAM A. JAUEH, 
CATHARINE H. SEDOWICK, 
FRANCES S. OSGOOD, 

ELIZABETH OAKe»aurra, 

CAROLINE M. RIRKLAND, 
ANNA CORA NOWATT, 
ANN a STXPHEHS, 
ESTELLE ANNA LEWIEL 
ELIZABETH BOOART. 
HARY GOVE NICHOLS, 
AHRLLt B. WELBT, 
UAROARKT MILLER DAVIDSOX, 
LUCRETIA MARIA DAVIDSON, 
BARAB MARGARET FULLER, 



T. B. MA CAUL AY, 

CHARLES LEVER, 

BENRY COCRTOlf, 

CHARLES DICKENS, 

B. II HORNE, 

FRANCIS MARRTAT, 

SIR EDWARD BULVTER LTTTOI^ 



THOMAS HOUD. 
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W. F. P. NAPIER, C.B., COL. 43D REO., Jcc 

HISTORY OF THE 

WAR IN THE PENINSULA, 

AND IN THE SOUTH OF FRANCE, 

FROM TUB ITEAK IBOT TO IBM. 
Complala lo one ToL, Sro. Price Three DoHiKi 

■■ Minai'a Uitinj 1> raiudAd br th« eriUci M ons af th* bMt namtlTM 
flHt hai rvoantky bHii wiitMri. Hji atfle la dlncl, forcLMfl, md trnpaluoui 
oittIiw tha nun along ofMn In ipU* or blmnll', Umnih usnai oT tti* 
nottnTrrlni'lnMmtmndiidvanliuaifull or aicltmnant. Muif Df tha mnt 
dlUntolahM and ramirkable men of Euroiwiin hlitoir ttgan In thate puai, 
and ua >k*tclMd witli patt diUbicloeia of ODtUna. Napoleon, WalUnfton, 
■it lohn Mwne, Na«, Hunt, ant olhera, an the chuacMn of the drunk 
wbidl titqiat daecnbea.** — Ew nm g Mwyvtm 

>• Wi unaTt tba LHantnn at Wv hu not ncalrad ■ more nlDabla 
■nimentalloD Ihla cantiUT than Col. Naplar'i jnsllv celetintad woik, ThoDgb 
• fmllanl conibatanl tn tha field, ha U ui Impftrtlal hlAtonaji ; he eipoiei tlie 

amu in thoae mHmDrbble carnp&lEiu- We think nociTlUan chronicler of tha 
Uon a> baa thlt stem warrior." — TWAidu. 

"NirtEB'i Ulilorr, In addition to Iti anparioi lltarai? mailti and tralb- 
fUl lldelltT, prsianti iliong cl^ina upon the attention of all American 
dtlieni ; hacBuie the luthiir I* a larfe-iDuled pbliuithra)>lit, and an InSai- 
Ibls snEmy to tie accleiluUcal lyrannr and lecular deipati : whllahlt pic- 
tucn dC Bpajo, and hli portiilt of tha mlaii In that dafraded and wralcbod 
countij, lorm a vlrttal aancdon of our EapuljUcan Inatlcatlona, far mon 
powamil than any direct aulaBT.'*-*'l*a«f . 

"Tbb McellancT of Napier^ Hiitorj nmlti ttaa the inltaT^ ^>9VT 
talunt for ImpetBoaa, itnitbt rorward. aoni-iilrrint nairatlTa and plctnrlBf 

■ -' ' -■- 'in. The mllitarj mumoim, BnRh, and taxj oniet, the 

laiparala Ifht, ha deccrlbaB wltlt dra- 



■' Thi reader of Napier'e Blitorr Inde manT other UtrKtloiH, hMldsa th* 
namilva of hattlai, marehai, plunder, nnna, atafn, aUimlaliai, anil 
■langhter— for ha laami the dreadfhl evUe of a deapotle foromiiieat — the 
Inherent corruption of tha entire eirataiD of Eunpeaa BtsnareUee— the p m e 
lar wretchednea* which ever accompaota the comUnaUon of a lordlr, ma. 

ttnrttDn of both an aeuntlal la the ?•■» and wetfan of mankind, ill 

tta literarr excellence, and th* accaracrAf it> aetaiu,reDd« all oUierrafr 
ammendaUou Ulerlj euperfinoiu. It b a larf*, neat, and cheap Tolnma." 

ESWASD GIBBON. 
HISTORY OF THE DEOLINE AND PALL 

THE ROMAN EMPIRE; 

A sew edition, rcriMid and nerrected Hmnigboat preceded \tj e Pnf- 
ace, and accompanied by Kalea, critical uid hltttricd. relinu pii>- 
cipillr to the prnpagatian of Chriatlui^. By M. F. QnixoT, Mli^ 
let of Pablia InstnioIlOD oT France. 

Is two Tola, tro. Pilae Tir* DoIUk. 
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JUST rUBLlSBSB, 

J» mu PoJiMM, ISmoq thO, Fkici 9iM, 

THE 

NIGHT-SIDE OF lATUEE; 

OR, 

aSOSVS ^Xb 0a08T-8£SA«. 

BT CATHERUTE CKOWE. 

IfmOS <» 'IDII* HVn.H," "llELT 1)1.*MX,* Mb 



OnNIOHS OF THC P«CSS. 



nn bock tmn of iHefailtiil dmnu. pnamtlmniti, tnHDc^ ■pnoUlanii 
tonUrd iplr&i, Immtnl nouns, etc, •nd wm be iwd wltk Intsrea bj man* 
Iwcaua It coniflB frooi a unrce U^liiE claim to couddenbls Mlau^ and u 
«tMbi I^ cme wfao lEIIly belkna ill ibe hji, ud nrgst bw iBSKUiiiip *rU 
■good ded of aititttDat.^AItmf Argvt. 

ft embrua ■ tnl cdBrt^a^ oC manellaiu ud npanulanl (tarte* (rf ■■■ 
JwrnOanl oocBmucia out of Ibe ordlnHj osbth of sranti.— ff. r. alott. 

mil Crows b« prond benelf a ein^ and men Indiutriuu compT 
fih*%iMf|0lHrcA'mt9ifBlafroDiMiitfi]idtf ud &oin modem ttmai, and fi 
(B EaiiKbaid AOMMom n*den fte |£»MtorIea ihu lued lo &lgblcn 
fiimg-€mmvl Onece md Botne, m weB aa ao» that accompUih a dm 
ted In OwBun and oUn' loimtriea of ■ - ..... 



■ eatchpemiy aflUr, bM I* an inteliigciit ioqnlrTtnl 
In cboMam aiuiWUni, aad tt parduilD^eal dl 
HwMi of a bsl^bliiiir ndMsnae^Aivlm PnL 

lBtt*nmVkd]towotk,lIUaCrointiriuwrfMwia ttig Ttgor and inea 
•r awan^DrMn>iiCMaMndUgtaaltlTBi]oii,coIleciat]iamonRDiajkabla 
«»d baatantfmiliBaliiil aceoniiM. tradlttoaal and rteordeJ, of pretenutanl *b- 
JMta* aBdancBBna^AHMB TVi-Hcr^ 

nb la ■ «o^OH n hriM J el a of wkat wa an omtpellcd to belto*s maKBIlB 
taatHan af iiiiiaiBiiidiBlIm batmoa Dia malarial inA aplritual vortd. A I* 

— ■-— "-ikdaar, T%oniiM^ud frnh atrts, tn* fcnena Uk — "--' 

' — '— "■ — ■ ' — "o siiptnf^Diif-BB 

pKcL ntvbanlnf be^imd^iawdbefon . 
■n maUr af ■ Usd ttioagkt br mart jmuna to 
nHI baMBdmaA k Ola bodk ealcHlaled to On 



to 0irow Ught upon I^ h^otofi>m 

m* booK li ODB vhleh Hipeara In a rwj opportosB dma to mi 
Mnlioti, and ahonld ba n*d b]r aS wbo are deurDU et tnfomistion 



VU* bo(Cli » vbleh ^ipwa bi a to^ (niportosa dma to manmBd vt- 



" *& fe Mt'cSjr a 

Moat tatanaUogbookiDf Ibe M 

iL'SjSES-l.'aSL """•"» ""^ "" ~" """" "• 

A fOT ■vpTDpi'lan woA for ttxiu (Uri of ajttmtatM laMtSfi, bat oM 

Milcb jfaotw tut ae auAoT liu glTHi tbe nibteaa apon wiiJEta >be tnala 
Moddernbla imd;, and Impula tbe kuowteafg darfTsd la a omu^ mannar. 

TbSa la imdoubiBdl j tbs mon remartalile bMk oftitt moDth, md can aot 
lO tolnlHeHaU cluaei of people.— (fAcr-OrtJwntaZ. 

Tottw lorenof die atnngeand mjeterloua bi natacrb tida robuaawUI no^ 
laaa an annctlTa lnlBrwl.-.S. r. 7ViuJHWi«r. 

Hui loTata of (be maTraUuiu will dallj;hl la Itg pc 
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CH APM AN 



fEits*"«TiV£ 



IS OP THE PKESa. 
■■ "nt mS/m nai wdl 1m pmnd of Ada mdmlnbla work. In dadfn ud 
•mcntloD, die ttOtt hu been dncBlBrir felidtoiu i nd nothing em maftt 
Oie b«Dtr. comclneM ud flniiG of rtTl^ In whkk tba nut^kar hu pre- 
KWsd it to hii caaaiTjmta. Tbs book tttaicOj whM It eUnu ta Iw— « 
lEHeheT- of flie at of Dnwln^ 11» meflwd b lo thorifugti, G«npr«beiiBlT«, 
ud priwns^Te ; Hi ntet » vlw, exact, *ad desrlr laid down ; ud Iti i-i>u<ii 
Ihutmiou ire »ikUfUllj idiptsd toErdn Che era and hand, Out m 
rbo biOiMlj ftdlovi In gnldHBcs, gbd bil (o bacomek U leut, ■ i 



kwit aniiHti^e <^ Tcrlnl explmatioii. 

engmvin^ IhM Uie pupil'j way ia opened moat twl l iag ly to'a ftonjB^ lownrt- 
edge of both the oWmenca and applieatuo of PenpeoQTe>''-^ifoiiu JbwmaL 

"It treUfl of PerepectiTB with a masterJr hand. Pie cngravinga an > u p wiU 
and the trpography TnuLtrpaued by bdt book wifli wbich we »Te acqnauitaiL 
It iflui honor to the aochor and publiuar, and a cfwUt to our connadb coun- 
try."— ScfcmijSc Anuriaui. 

" lldB numt>er Li devoted to die eicplaDatkin of Pfli-Bpective, anrl tivaiiv thw± 

difflmit flubjecl with admirable cleam""" ' '"'"" ~^ *" 

plalea and letter -preu of ^a wort are — 

be*commeDded too bighlj."— ff. r. TrAinH. 

~ ' T la dedlcMed to Oie laUset of Fi 



an, carpentera, and odif 



elenwnla of GemHOr-i-^nd la canaoUlT « 
. -^ , , — iBled Witt b< 



1 odier aTdaana,betac aeampanled with beaalUtal IIlBitn- 
br CimpmMOi, and fibtlier aimpUlled br ptnte and peraplo- 
r ttis <aid*Bce of Aa atodenL Indeed, be whole woilc. 



Dona diroctiniu for file -Aidance oC Aa ati 

fr«n lli ondeTlalin« ahnpUcitT, exhUdB die 1 . . 

bl^ynaefnl and •JenMbran^ of aMwfflbanaABr became an hitiieralpar- 
tloD of pnbiic educalioo, ■nduUiaEaonaaMyattidnaUa.aowfDttiimiiiilts^ 
' Gonndered ai ' "*' ' '" - ' ' . . .- 



k only [tvalled by ita exceDoice, and tba aitUle iemaj of iu Oliinratlaiia ia 
only eqoaUed by dko dignified aaaa aad ceuman aanae nwm^iflcd hi tike 
wrilteB dlracdou that accompuy each leaaon^-Pnvttaipifa IVrgriiplL' 

"TbeubjecttfPerapectiTewflabaiddfldnk wonM InleKit ersy nwcbanln 
In the coimtrj; faidaed, after all, ttda la dU claaa lo be the moH iMaefiled by 
■oond and thorouiJi inalmetioD In dnwfaig.''— dljiBlcl. 

■■ Pennit nv here to aaj I ward yonr Dnwlu^Book aa a U e aau re. I warn 
a fknaar-boy, and It waa while dally fijUawW tfie idoiuh. that 1 bscama ac- 
qiainled wOh atetttt nnraber of Cbapraan^a Draw^^ook. I found In It 
]itBt what I denred— a plaiD, BHre road to thatexo^laiicebilheArtot ATta.1iiat 
my bojiih mind had jnctniedaab^agaodeainiU^tlHllrat atop laward which 
I had taken by maUnc rude aketdwa npon my uiinied idoiUiluieam, or ndnv 
Ihebaribdoora>iiv«ad,wld)ewlthcfii>redrotles-etoDeIlruloi^ .eaaoiia 
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]S1BIII)FIIIB1jID'S 
rODR SEMES OP TWELVE BOOKS EACH, 

FROM OEtlQNS BY J. O CHAPMAN. 



nrmt e«rt«>— Prtm One CoBt- 

L Ton nninb'i FIctan AlJ]tiibet, in Bhrnia. 

t. BhjmM tor tbs Nurwr. 

3; PrM^ RbyiDoi iboat Klrdi nd Anluib, fcr Uida Boji and Oiita. 

4. Lift on flifl Fum. Ln Amutlng Hhrme. 

9. Th* etoTT-Booli tor Good UOla Oirk. 

& The BeuoB, or Wimlngi to ThoiwhOai BoTi. 

T. na Picnin Book, with atorin tn Eu; Wordh fbr UtHs ReiddK 

a Tha LaOe Sketeh-Book. n Otttai Object! mutnled. 

^ EHifoTT of DooiHlic A a t mili. 
IIX in>« tlateaa of Blrdi 

IL The Liaie Kerpnke, ■ Poetic Gift for C_^ 

VL Tbo Book of the Be*, lot the luttmctlcai of LlEtle Saili 




^e MoMpUcUioB f 

3. 1^ FTHHial Joke, l. _ 

4. UtEle OeiH^e, or Temptuioo Kalned. 

5. The Toau ArlthmeticW ch- Ac Rowsr 
& Tbc TranUei'e Stoiy, or Che VUlige Bur-Rccini. 
1. Hie SunelR Md ItUrtligeiKs* of ttie Horia. 
a -n^ v^.- o-n... .«*k. a«.i lA, ^ Ta^ Sowliot 



U. Ilia Stoqr^ook 1b V_„ 

1% Tha noww-Vaa^ or Frattr Foemi for Good UtOa C 

Faortb Seriea—Frlcs Blx Ccnta- 

1. IIb Book of Fsblei, tn Promt uirt Vume, 
a. The Ltttle Cuket, BUed « 



4. The JuTenlle Sundaj Book, adapted to the [znprareiTisnt of Oe Tovaf 

5. WflUun SfUdn ud the BatlerllT, Willi Iti iDtnreMJu Hirtorr. 

6. Tha Voaoi Girl'a Book of Holtbnil AmsKmena and Ezanlja*. 
T. T^ieodora Culetan, or Peranennue agaiuM Ill-FaRBiia. 

e Tha Avlarr, or ChOd'g Book of Blrda. 

t The Jungle, or Chlbfi Book of Wild AsbmlL 

10. eagadt; and Fidelity of the Dog. lUoatrmlEd by Intemlbig Aneedotak 
IL CorerlDgi for tha H«d and Feet, In all Agn and Conntrlea. 
la. Romaiiag of Indijn Hlilory, or lncidoUa b Oa Earij Br"' ' 
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NEW AND CHARMING "WORK, 

NOW PUBLISHraa BT 

J. S. EEDFIELD, CLINTON HALL, NEW- YORK, 

ENTITLED 
BT 

ACHETA DOMESTI^A, M. E. S. 



nntSsriM ISSEinB OF SFBUR} How nadjr. 

BeooodBarlM IHBECIBOT BUKMEB Vow itaif. 

Third SarlM IHBECIS OT AUTUIOI ITow ready. 



EXTRACTS FROM EDITORIAL NOTICES. 

The Tint Van of "F^iiBdeiB/ Imtet Lift," from thepresBofJ. S. Bedfleld, 
Is now ready — smplj illustrated, a (ao-Bimile of the EDgliah ediljon : t, mora 
obarming book, frcph vitb tbe fVsgrance of the ooontry air, and mnaioB] with 
the ni»Ile of inncct winps, ia not likely to he seen often. In tbe oleameBs of 
ita tjpe, the beBulj of the illQBtrations, and the whole manner of its presents 
ment, Che " EpiRodea" Gilrly g^voB the lanrel to ita tasteful and enterpriaing 
pabliaher.— iii<rory World. 

II • ■ (I • • jjdw thflt we have introdnoed yon, good reader, he plain with 
OS, OD yonc Boot, if yon know a circle of fHenda with whom yon would ratboi 
apend a day than with these notable, ^fted, compaDionable, and moat ohann- 
ing iDBect-fblka 1 Yoo aee there is no lack of variety : tliere are gnnd&lhora 
and graadmothera, brotbera and Biatere, grave jndgea and fbpa — though of 
better sort, and dreaasd in tai parer taeCe than our humans — patiidana and 
plebeiaoB, subterranean and parlor sriatocracy in the tree tope. 

" For a pure anrnmer'a day, when old Sol bath warmAd bia next (tlend, the 
Berth, to the henrt'ii core, grant, oh t Benefloenoe of all things t that we m^ 
lie in eoms gentle locust ahadow, bard by a fragrant bower, with a amooth- 
flowing Btrenm, onr only human companion this BedSeld with his Episodes; 
and ahall we not he happier than the ecoorer of Waterloo, Btuler on the Bhine, 
climber of the Alps, with hia Eaatjuie or Murray f BeliBva na, a bee's wing i* 
a mightier wonder than Bt. Feter'a, aad Che wild fbwl atanding on one leg by 
a water-pool, more oonCempIative than the pyrunida of the desert 1" — Do. 



B Roncu or mruoowM or nucT un. 

" In tha bcgmniiif of tha dghtoenA omtiiiy, th* will of in Eoglisli ladj 
wu *ttempt«d to be Ht wide on the gronnd of tntue;, and the sole hmia of 
tha attsmpt WM ber fiindatM fbr eoHectiog ioMoU. It WM tbooght to be in 
•vldenee of Inunitj to devote so mnch time to each a trivial parsoit. Sinw 
that period, the edence of entora^ogf h*a been labored opon and deTsluped 
bj Bome of tha gnsteat and wiaeM tnsa, and we hara all bean langht to see in 
tba imniitaat focmt of iDMGt lib farther proof* of the axUtenoa and gooduga 
of God. If the cnltivadon of thia scianea had no other object than to maoiftst 
tlie Daitf, itvoatd deaerTgonr nlmoat comToendation. Heiiioina and theaita, 
howaTer, are indeblad to tbe itadj of entomolct^ for man; Taloable dk- 
oareriea. The book under Dotice is one of eapocial beantj and nttlitj, and w< 
heartily thank the pnbUaher Ibr bi« anterpriee In paning It vithin the rftaob 
of Amerieon readers. It la wonb; of a place fai over; iamil; librny. Ele- 
gantly illustrated and hnraoronsly yet chaatety vritCan, it la aatcolatad to amuaa 
and ioatmcl all elaaaea of madera." — Gbmm^eM Advtrlittr, 



ir from the ft 
a lady, aaya, la the pre&oe, that tha work vaa not written with a 
view of teaching Entomology u a science, bat of affording snch a meaanra of 
acqnuotance with the habita of the inaeot worid aa might awaken the deaire 
(br more eiaot and ayatematio knowledge. Borsral of the more commMily 
known inseot* — the cricket, the fly, Ibt ant, the a)^er, the waap, tha bee, Ae., 
are taken aa eiamplea of the targe claia of living thinga to which they belong, 
and aoconata of tbair habita are giTm, Illaalrated with drawings representing 
them in the different etagea of aiislence. The anthor la a zealona friend of 
aome of thaaa little ereatnres — in une part of the book is • ahapter on Che nsea 
of fliea, md another is entitled the Defense of Waapa. Tlie book ia pkaa- 
ingly written, and will form an agreeable companion for a vacant hoar in tha 
enaning anmmar." — Sttninf Pott. 

" Thia ia the title of one of the most beantlfal American' pnUicatJona that 
ve have aver aeen. The paper and print are of tha nicest, whilst the orowda 
of lUostrationa are 'even about' the daintiest poasibie. The binding, also, ia 
all right, and the cover is hlszoned over with golden spiders, and beetles, and 
hnttorfiiaa. The contenta are rambling and spirited sketches, ostensibly of 
Entomology, bnt really on matters and things in ganerat, oomhlning a good 
deal of amneement with a ^r amonnt of instruction, Bioh chapter ia hflsdad 
with a cormct engraviug of some noted insect in its vanous stsf es of being, 
while at the eonclusion of eaoh is a grotcsqne emhalliahmant, finely executed, 
of insects armyed in armor, or In ftslnonable ris, In a style sinular to that of 
tha illnatnitiOTB W Wright'a I* ronlsino. The letter-presa ia not of valne to 
tha adentific reader, bnt It contains much that irill add to the knoiriedge of 
people in genetal. It is written easily and gracefnUy, and aooords well with 
the delicate beauty of tha binding, print, and angraTinga of Ae volmna." 
Mmiite Pint. 

"^MKdn qfltumt Lift. This is an elegantly printed and Illastratod 
TDlmac, eontwuing ■ authentie racorda ' of tl^B iMect worid, wr«athed about 
with the flowara of imagliutton and &n(7, admirably adapted to popnlariaa 
the antjeet. 
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HOTtCE* or 

" Wa oODOeiTB that them is » peonlior Kj^ropiutsDeu in thm onumoiliiif 
Out tdene« of Eatomology. The rich tuiaj of the lathor of (hia bMDtifti) 
bo<A maf be fltl; likened to the Inxoiiant verdure of leaves and Bowan, 
among which ]iie and apon bo tnaay of the tribes deecribed. Tliese inhaMt- 
ants of Che world of verdure and of the by-plncea and ersnnies of cieation, 
With their tinj toiia and pleaaurea — oould they have a more aj5>roE«i«to hia- 

" The gettins np of tlra book ia * reslly splendid spedmen of taate. Hr. 

Bedfleld shoald be exempted ttota tbe bile of a bug, or the adag of a 

moaqnito, for Che term of hia natnnl life." — WMff Snia^ 

" J^wMiM ^ Sitect Ztft," just pabliabed by Bedfield, ia the prettieat book 
m ramember to have aeea aince oar advent Bmong booka ; bntterfliec, Jady- 
Inrds, gnats, motha, and beetles, are moat eiquititsly j^nred, with all aorta 
of qnsiat vignene*. The deacriptioiis are channing 'Episodee,' and thepaper, 
printing, and timding, have never been excelled Id thia ooantry. If yon have 
ever diaaed a batterBy, reader, go and buy this book." — Kniettrbocitr. 

" A pleating novelty is this volame, both In its oonception and in its eie<iil- 
tJon. Tbs antbor penonatea the Snm Oriekit, (^cAnta DomnUca,) and chirps 
sa musiosUy snd domestioally as does 'the Cricket on the Hearth' in the 
melodious 'Chriatmaa Chimes.' A more tasteful and sttraotivs hook has 
never been iaaned from "Cta Ameriom press. I(« exquisite wood-oata, repre- 
■enUng by most iDgemone devices Uie developmenCa and pecoliaritiea of 
various inaect tribea, its fiae-teitured hly leaves, its dear, bold ietter-pnas, 
tbe (Planning vivadty of its at^, ita aciectific information conveyed nndar 
tbe type of anecdote snd illnatration, its allegoijeal deooratjona, ita keea satire 
and droU £^op-like morsliiing — theoe all cJitin tbe eye to the volame, and 
make one quite enamored, not of the cricket only, but of his nnmerons com- 
peers of the inaect worid. Indeed ire are almost diapoaed to regard our &iend 
Lyon, with Lis magnetic powder, as a sort of wholesale murderer of innoceuc* 
and beauty, and \a upbraid ouraelvea for having, by TeoommendaUou, become 
auxiliary to the extermination of any apd^es of ' varmint.' Hereafler the lady- 
reader of this volume when in her garden walks she shall encounter the epider 
apinning himself down upon her hood or cape, instead of sareaming ' Ugh 1 
John, William, oome kilt thia ngly creatore 1' will fondly aay, ' Come hither, 
my Eptira Madtma, apin for me thy pretty goasamar.' The atroller in the 
summer fields, instead of flying before the watp, will pause to admire tba 
gTaoeM evolDtions of the golden-winged but ehort-lived Vitpa the builder of 
palace-lomle. And through the livelong enmmer lught bow shall we vrelcome 
tbe aharp violin-twang of the mosquito, . and yidd our vune to this phlebot- 
(xuiDDg practitioner of the old school. 

" What a woild of wonders is thrown open to oa in these mere episodes of 
biaeot lifo. Welcome, cricket, to our home I In aummer we will give tbee 
whatever of garden space the sepulchred enclosure of dty walls allows, and in 
winter a deserted oven or whatever kitohen-range or cellar-furnace have left 
of that anient realm of domestie Joy, the hearth-atone snd the idiimney- 

" Thia volame, following the order of the months, doses witb April. Wa 
hope therefore that there are others in atore. The sulyect presents a delight- 
ful field of contemplsljon to the devout and inquiring mind." — S. T. itd. 



Coo'jic 



or w*iCT tat. 

" Id loape, Btjie, md eiconUoD, thii it ■ moit tuteftitl; clcguit, and naafld^ 
•DtatUining book. It b a gnphio, Bprightl; portmitnre of the nstanl histoi; 
of iDseote, written ibr popnl^ reading, free from acieotiflo tenna, knd aboond- 
ing with otuioua facta, el^ant deioriplioD^, hnmorona aceuioUa, and enliu^ 
(iaado iatcnat, relative to the habit*, appeanuiM, naea, troabln, Ao., of all 
the DiBtlitade of gphenron. The work ia jMinpricad in three volumex, on* 
' relating to the laHeatu of SpriDg, another to those of Bummer, and the third 
to Chooe of Antamn. Hr. Bodfield Hw issaed the first ; and in a Bt^le of typo- 
graphy and illustration of remarkable toate and beauty- The engrnTinga are 
eiqaisltely fioe, printed in lettei^presa, yet vilh an elegance and flniah which 
was never attained on wood. Some new art has been applied hare, evidently, 
pmdaaiug eitTaordiDary effects. These platea are numerous, ingeniona, and 
tantedUly diepoeed. It is a work which will give delight to aU olasaaa of 
readara, miagliiig Kdence sad romaiiae, anecdote, and feat, taate and knowl- 
edge, with inch BltiU and aprighttiDew, that, whether taken up aa a book of 
laaming or a book of leianre, it will lie equally aure to please. The English 
jonmsla and reviews have been fbr some time praiung it, and we arc very 
l^td to see it in this elegant form, so well adapted to win its way where the 
aanw mefiil knowledge, in a more homely garb, would find bnt lilUe wel- 
con»."— JT. r. J 



"A volume of esaayi, sketchea, and stories illustrative oftlie habits of Insect 
Lifs. Its poe^o and imsgiiiattve style will sttroct aH who can appreoi&te wit 
and homor, made snbaidiary to the diffusion of interesting and valoable in- 
CirmBtion. The general appearance of the book ia quite in harmony with ila 
literaiy elc«llence, prosentjng a model of typogrsphy, &c"— Jownai ^ Oom. 

" E^tadti ^ Inteet J^t, \ij Aoheta Bomestico, M. E. S. : la the liUe of a 
beanliftil volume, Oliutratcd in the moat admirable and artiiQc s^le. 'Hiia 
work Is a spedmen of typographical nestneaa, and ita contents unfold the won- 
ders of the insect world in the moat pleasing and fsncif^il mannar. It ia th« 
Tolnme of all others, which our readers will lake with them during tlie aniD' 
mer months to the sea ahore or the bush. The author, in a aingla line, pro- 
vukea one. to laughter and thoDght, and oonolndeg every sentence by imparling 
soma naeful little bit of infbrmadon." — Boiton Ecming OauUe. 

" This splendid volume is a reprint of ■□ EngtiBh work which baa attained 
a well deserved celebrity abroad, and is now introdnoed in a beautiful form to 
Aiaencan readers. Ita author ia on enthuaiastic entomidogiat, and givea bvtij 
desirable evidence of belonging to that very small class, the true lovers of 
nature. Of pretenders to the simple taste which is exhibited in these pages, 
mnllitndea may be found, any where, bat Walton, and White, and Davy, are 
aa &r removed from such sentimentalista, as angels nro above men. This book 
has points of affinity with the complete Angler, the Natural IlistOTy of Shel- 
bonie and Balmonia. There is much poetry in il— not a little of t»« Uld 
curious matter, and a great deal of edentiflc knowledge. It ia written in an 
easy end elegant style, and is dealined to live. 

"The style in which this voiitme ia Issued, is sn honor to the American pns*. 
The head and lul pieces to the chapters, are in a high style of art ; and ar* 
iavorable speramena of the perftction to which wood-engraving has attuned 
among ua. There are few American worfts which nill compare with it in t)^ 
Hobody will repent buying it."— OM CWony JftnaWTfli. 
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KVTiotM or iPiBODu or utarnvr ura. » 

" W« bne TtaA Uila work and tUt dot inlcreat aod idinirHtion THing, tad 
atreogthenuig, iritli eieiy page. Tlie anthoresB, far ws are told, ' Acheta' U a 
lad;, deserrcB aS praiae for bcr work, and ma; well be pcoad of what she haa 
accomplighed. In the words of one vhoae opinion isvortb having, i.n acooimt 
of his natural and cultivated capaoily of diBcernment of tbinga eaaentiall; ms- 
ritorioDs, Bod beaatiful, ne can bb;, that if the publleationa of the lost twent; 
yeaiB ware gBlbered together, we doubt if a work more cbanniKg and delights 
tal coutd )}e found, than thle. We are lured into pteaaant knowledge out of 
< bliBBfnl ignoraoee,' b; tbe temptiug flotioos, and ' thin veila ' of iaDo;, Acbeta 
preeenta — ber style too ia tbe meet agreeable, apri^htJ;, and epic; ima^n.' . 
able. Sbe ia a cbatt;, ohanoing author, ' and no miatake.' 

"Tbia volume, (we have Been and read) ia tbe flret of the tliree which form 
tbe complete aeiiea. All sorts of ioaeota, their appearance, penonal, and 
habits individoal, are well discussed, and the illustrationB given, are peifecC 
gems. £;es that love to feaet on things fandfUl, and moat beanttlU, and 
thonghta niUing to be beguiled into naeful and intellectiml amnsemenCs, vritl b« 
attracted and enchained b; tbe vork, without a doubt. 

Mb. Kmniui deaervea all praise tOb, for re-publiabing this graceful book In 
> at;le ao north; of ita protot;pe, ami we are confident that the appredadve 
will not rest satisfied with paying him merel; in Chanks." — Sodutir Dmioerat. 

" TUa book, wbicb Mr. Bedfleld baa dene bimself great honor in publish- 
ing in anch eiqnisite atyle, is a fit annoal for tbe aommer balida;B. We bav* 
no where, in late time, met ■ work ao every wa; charming — the binding is 
beanlifD]— tbe paper and type perfect, and the illoatrationa admirabl; ezeented 
afl^r tbe moat ori^pnal of all original designs. But thia dresii would be an og* 
gravation after all, and a despicable one t«o, if tbe reader of this first volume 
of three, which are given lo tbe natare, habita, and ' outward maniftetation' 
of the Inaeota of Spring, Snmmer and Autumn, did not feel charmed, inter- 
eated and rauob instractad, b; the perusal. The etyle ia gracefal, ftill of 
bumor, and bultleeal; beautiM ; and of all booka, in which lovers of fiction are 
charmed into the bondage and atnd; of facte, of all at least wliich we have met, 
we pronoDDoe tbia tbe ver; beat. The anthoreaa, ' Acbeta' is a ivoman, ao the 
Keviewa tell ua— says that "tbe following essays have been written, not with a 
view of teaching Eutomology as a edenoe, but of afibrding auoh a meaanre of 
acqOMntBnoe with the habits of the Inseot world, as may serve to prpmote the 
ulterior and more ueefnl design of culdvatjng tbe radimental seeda of system- 
atic investigation." We do not (juote this opening sentence of tbe preface as a 
specimen of tbe a^\e of the writer; the reader who would not read the pre- 
face (Aroufh, perhaps, oould not, we Tsntnre to say, lay tbe work aside with- 
onC eipres^ng, as we do, our heart; admiration ; nor without the hope that 
our people may prove in the judgment they pass npon it, a love for a range of 
light and useftal literature, a little exalted above tbe ' Milliner line.' "—Ontario 
Sepotitar^. 

" This is ■ book fbr drawing-rooms and watering-pTaces, and oertainlj high- 
ly novel and entertaining. While mingling the pleasant with the Bsefnl, it 
presents man; Bicta which, however well known to naturalists, «*ill leave some- 
thing worthy of remembrance in the minds of the class for which it is evi- 
dently designed — the votariea of fashion and people of leisure, who rarely 
trouUe the sciences, and when they do so, limit themselves to the regular t«n 
minatea of a morning a}L"—tSeTlaia't Mugatitis. 
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" "nii* ia one of the mint tnUnatfDg worbi that m erer pcnued. Tt U 
trnlj ori^iu] in ila omoeptiOD. The hiiUts and punniU ot vuions tribu of 
the iDuct noe u« described, in gaob « mgimer u to givs it l^e interest of > 
Tonunoe, uid jet it is ■ tborongfa Bdeotifio vork. 7%e intfaor luus leeorded 
their h&bits as we might aappoM one of tbnr own rian of beings would do, 
■nbstitntJDg Tegson for Instinot, and dothing the iiumoIb deBeribed, with the 
ittribnt™ of mmkind, of Turiom dsMea of wtiiii thoy are made tie tn*- 
tie essayg, wyi the atithar, ' were written not with a view of teaching eoto- 
tnology aa a «ra«iic«, bat of affording aaoh a TneaAore of aoquvntance with the 
faibita of the insect world, la may aerve to promote the ulterior and more 
Daefnl design of eolcivsting the mdimenlal seeds of aystematio inTeatigaUon.' 
The book is Ulnstrated with nTuneroDa besntifal engrsvinge of diflenot in- 
•eoti, and its meofaanical execution ia sapertor."— (7Artftia(» H-eanan. 

" One of the moat chatining books of this or anf other day ; conTeying a 
More of ent«nologi<Bl knowledge, in a atjie the moat a rin'in g and detightfoL 
It ia embellished with etchings on sted in the beet stjle of art. The printing, 
jHtper, typogratihyj and wbde meohamcsl appaaranoB, ia moat creditable to 
Ur. Bedfleld. We have marked some passagee tnm the beok, that will give 
ODi readeiB ■ taste of Its quality. Bat in Harpers' Ui^uine, the Living Age, 
and other periodioale, the author's playfU pegn have already been made free 
with to a constderaUe extent ; and all who have read an extract will deein to 
poaseea the entire volame." — Sotton TranKrijit. 

" nils is an degaot reprint of a very dianning London book, the flist of a 
■eriea, embracing the Insects of Spring. It wifi be ibllowvd BaccMsivdy by 
the TnEvects of Sonnner, srd the Insects of Antnron. The English press extol 
the work !in very higfi tenna ; and frata a hasty perasal, we are indined to 
think tjie book oca hardly be oveipraisod. It treats the snbjoct scientiflcally, 
and yet ftmiSBil; ; so that sH clmses of readers, who have any tuBte Ibr the 
wonders and beanljes of Katore, if31 be eqnally interested in its pages. 

The style in which Mr. Redfleld has issued Ads woA has hardly been bdt- 
poaaed, in the typography and QinatTatioits, by any work got ttp in ttia onm- 
try. It is aa elegant as an umitd, uid vastly more instmctive and entortadn- 
ing." — BVfnitg MRrror. 

"The volume la beautifully printed, illustrated with exqoistta taste and 
humor, and wiittMi in a et^le which gives to the resnlts of much observation 
and stody, and to ■ snliiiect repuluTe to msny, all the obanne of a fiury tale. 
The mysteries of instjnot, sa developed in the myriad forms of insect life, form 
a theme of Ineidanstible variety ; snd the antbcs has brought the impiratioa 
of a poetie geoins to its illnstjadou. 

We do not venture to eonjeetiire who the antbor oi antioresB inas be. We 
suppose this wiQ be revealed with the aubsequcnt numbeiB of the series, for 
the sntg'eot is one that will so t«mpt the writer and the public, that neither 
will be content with a single volume." — ABanj/ Atlat. 

" Tiaa Is a remarksble work. It tresta of the most interesting peculisritiaa 
of inse<!t Ui^, but mixes with its ekctchea poetic, romantic and didactic dls- 
eonraea in abnndanoo. The style of the writer is elegant, snd the mechanioal 
azecutdon of the book eepetialiy fine. It abounds in quaint plsto, whidi add* 
much to (he interest of the tezt."-^Si>n'j mrald. 
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" A rare sod verj beaatifnl book upon bogt : tha po«tr7 of ioHOt HA : S 
new anbjeaC for tha fano;, bat well treated, bo an to fbrniab metrnctioa irlch 
eDtertiunmant, and being embeUlBhed with munorooa engnvingii, aod ele- 
gsnlly printad, it forma a tiaudsama volutna tor the parlor." — 2/, T. Olttn*r, 

" A book for yoimg and old, of more than naaal interest, ia ' Epinodea of 
Inaaot Life,' pnblished by J. B. Radfleld, New York. The plan of this ft- 
miliar entomoli^oBl trautisa, if so grave a word as treatisa naa; be tued, ia 
novel and altroctivg ; and the reader is led on ftoni page to page, aod IVam 
ebapt«r to chapter, almoat aa if he were poring over a romance. Tha charma 
of poetio asBooiation, allegoric table, and moral analog;, are all brooghC into re- 
qniaition b; tbe aotbor, who haa auooaaded in die production of a moat do- 
lightfnl work, wKlch the publisher haa profliael; embellis)ied. Some of the 
lilnatratjons are qnalnt cnongh. We heartily recommend ^ EjHsodea of Insect 
IJfe,' as a book ^omwlucb all readers may gun amuaamentaDd instruction." 
ArOim'i Gatetta. 

"TheloTeiB of Nstnral History will And a rich treat in thia beauliihl volume. 
Avoiding tbe dry detaila of ateclinieiil nomenclature, the genial writer desoriboJ 
tlia curious phenomena of insect life with the delightful simplicity and nnctioa 
of an enthuainst for nature. Even if the work were not reoommended by tbs 
extent and fullness of its information, it would etill derive a perpetual obarm 
from the quaint humor and delicate beauty of its style. The enibellishinenta, 
with which it is profusely illnstraled, are engraved with great aoftneea and 
fidelity. No book has recently been issued from the Now York press wWdh 
presents a more creditable specimen of elegant typography."—*. 7". TKJtm*. 

" A new work, published by J. S. Sedflald, of this dty, on the < Episodea 
of Insect Ulb,' ia one of tlie most interesting and besatifhl books of the 
present season. It ia an Bto. volume of 320 pages, profusely illostratad with 
engravlnga, eiecuted with great beauty and fidelity. The genial writer de- 
icribes the euriooa phenomena of insect \il« with the delightful aimplidty and 
aDotioD of an enthusiaat ftir nature. Tbe value of tbe work, for tbe extent 
and ^Uneaa of ite information, ia &r beyond its mare price, and its interest is 
greatly anhanced by tbe delicnoy and quaintiiess of ite style. Its typogrophi- 
oal exeeuUon ia in the highest style of tbe art." — Stari' Ihmily Vintor. 

" Thli work ia playfully written, and eontuna much that ia intereiting, uid 
will be new to most readera on tba subject of which it treats. It is very prettily . 
illnstruted with well exeented engravings."— Anton Dmig Ade«rtitr, 

"This is a very agreeable book, whieh haa attracted oonsiderable attention 
Id England. It ia not intended aa a adentifle worb, but rather as a popular 
treatiae, showing the nature, the haluta, and tbe lifb of Oi* inatct trib«s which 
crowd tba earth and awaim tbe as. The author defends the order of natare 
In t^e iaaact creation, and ahows Muai usea in the gre^ eooaomy of aatnie. 
The various kind* of inaecta are ananged in tbe order of tha m<mtha in vhiek 
they make their ^ipearance, and as tbe four flrrt months only are eihansted, 
we infir that the voinma be&ra ua will be followed by others upon the same 
aubject. If thay are as well written aatbia, they will find many readera. The 
book ia beautifully printvd, and ia iUuatrated witL nmneroua angravinga."— 
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S MOTtcaB or EPUoDii or ntatcr Lire 

" Thla Is ft Tcr; intsrmtjng Tolanm, uid will be tband a miMit tttrae d TB 
work to (ll igM) for, while It is OTniuiiDg uiii plajfni ia its laognagB, it ia f*- 
ploU witb mluable inlbrmMion. It is sd ukoddI of the habits of those Insecu 
whioh appear with na in the spring. IC describes their larioas Ireosfonnatioiu, 
tbelr oliaogesbls states sod oonditions, withont the a&a of hard technical lau- 
gna)^, but moat iatdl^blv to the ftenerai reader. It might he- called Sdenee 
made pleasure, or Fact made fandful. The wor^ is eii.belliiihed by nameraos 
engravings, bat at the present time, the air and gronnd ia full, and the whole 
Ikee of natnra teemi with iUnatratioDs to this agreeable work. A finer B[)ed' 
men of Ijpograghy is rarely seen, and we commcnii it to all those who wonld 
aee in natnra constant illastratioijs of the power and goodness of ila great 
Greater, wbeae evetj work dotb praise Bim. — ffiaart Daiis Aiaertittr. 

"This beentifnllj printed and illnatnitod work is not indebted to ita dmi- 
ehanlcal execution, solely, fbr iU attraetiveDess. It ia written in a style eiofni- 
larly baeinating, and aboands with fiicts regarding the Insect tribep, whiob 
would rivet the wondertn; attention of the reader, were they presented through 
the medinm of a less aitrsctive style. It ia evident that the aothor haa not 
written this work merely for name of the thing — nor wan he prompted to the 
taak solely for the ^od it might do — for there is a genial feeling pervading the 
book, which evidences that he baa a love for his enbject that renders it a 
pleasant pasdme for bim to prepare snch a volame. The volumn wafl wriren 
for popniar circulation, and will not therefore perplex the minds of the on- 
initkted by the une of scientifla terms of deSnitJon. Ko render can fail of en- 
tering with hearty sympathy into the soliloquy of the author as he ia roused 
from his revery by the chirp of the cricket on Ihe hearth, whom he captures, 
and this familiar manner will Inenre readers who wonld be repelled from a 
work of more dignity. 

"A knowledge of lie phenomena which thosinencBof Entomology exliiUta, 
i> Dsefnl to the heart as well as the head. The wonderful instinct of man; of 
these insecta, ia a demonetration of the eiiatence of a Creator who haa gifted 
them with the fiiculty of adapting means to ends which (>ecnre their highest 
DBef\iIness and happiness. That this instinct is a faculty specially imparted, 
and not the result of the creature's owe thought or reasoning power, is evident 
fitim the f^ct that he haa no {acuity of overcoming any obatacle which may in- 
terfere with the uniform operation of that instinct, even though it might be 
overcome by a Gir less eiercise of contrivance and foresight, than in diiplayed 
In that instinct itoelf. The intent of this volnme Is not to teach Natural 
Tbeol<^y, but it nevartheleas does so, and, like man; works of aimllar charao- 
ter, is valoablo not only for what it imparta, bat what It anfrgests." 

Waverlty Ifofotint. 

" A beanly of a "book I As the Irish aay when hnngry, a hrolh of a book 1 
It does not teach entomology aa a science ; bat, in a manner, steala it unto yon, 
wbDe yon are only nnbeading yonr mind by watching the habits of the insect 
■worfd. Here yoo have a delightftal mixtnro of natnral history, observation, 
anoodote, poetry, end moraliring, which it will be weS worth your while t» 
make your own. The getting-up of thovoluraeia oiteeedinglyhand»ome,wHli 
lovely paper and print, and fUl of UlnetraUona. Children wonld devour it, 
and eat it over and over agun for the fiftieth Hum. Every copy sold, ia niM 
to be wom ont with oMutant a>«."— iWi(a» Btcorder. 
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" This 1b one of the most charming booki we have uen isiiued from tlie 
New York press in many a day ; ond it comes to qb moat iippTOpristelj it the 
Opaning of BDinmer, when the people it do«i:nbei come into active life. Ws 
•huost feel disposed to apologkB to the pablisher for being so long in ootidng 
it. Bnt by Bome 'uatoward' circuniHtanoe or otber, it passed beyond oar 
re«ch. Wo could not help imflgining that, according to a natural law, so great 
wsB its attraction, the copy laid on our tablo either carried otT somebody, or 

tice at an earlier day. We now, though late, pay our respects to it. The paper, 
the type^ ths exqniall« dflli<scy of the engraving, the tastefiil style of the 
binding, the enchanting nature of the subjeot, and the fascinating manner in 
which it is written, render it altogether s gem of ite Had, Motit of the bnsj 

tf)He< people ; and for oaraelf we mast ssj, that in our boyhood days, we never 
oared to look Girther among this people than the butterfly and the bee ; to chase 
theonens among our greatest pleasures, and to be chased by the other, among 
oar greatest terrors ; for who would not dread the sUng of a bee ) To those 
who have found the minute and systematic olaselfication of Kirby and Spence, 
of Bennls and Jardine, of Bunneister and Westwood, dry and uninteresting, 
this volume will be a desideratum, aa the author haa made * philosophy in 
spirit sdenoe in earnest,' and thrown aronnd tbe subject sueh a ' charm of ad- 
Tsntitioas interest uid reflected conaeqnenee,' ua renders it wholly irreeistible. 
If, then, any of our readers have one ungle gnuD of testa for the fine arta, or 
curiosity to biow anythiog abont the antics of the crioket, the winter lifs of 
the By, the aeronaatio expeditions of the spider, the transfbrmations of tba 
tilk-worm, the art of war among the wasps, the political and domestic eoDnomy 
of the bee, and the navigation of water-devils, so ealled, he will here And the 
whole invested with an interest which throws the Arabian Nights and Don 
Quixote into the shade. Thu gives marvellons factt — iAeie but marvelloat 
pieturtt. We prophesy an extensive tdrculation for this volnme." 

CK Intdligtneir. 

" Wa have received a eopy of this beandful and instrnctive work, and bave 
perused a portion of its contents with unnBual satis&ction and delight. It ia 
graceftilly and endcingly written, and gradoally involvea the reader in the 
study and icveetigation of a branch of natural history, which he might never 
have penetrated without the literary indueements and eharms of a book of thia 
descriptjon. In addition to ita intrinsio merits, it is a beautify ornament, and 
will rank with tbe flaest ancnalg of the day." — Ptrm. Stattman. 

" This is a remarkable production, dodioal«d to Krby and Spence, the well 
known entomoto^ts, and to Professor Forbes, the interesting historian of 
loolopcal instincts. Ths object of the work is to give, in an interesting, at- 
tractive, and amnsing form, sketches of tbe habits of the insect world. It i* 
beautifully got up, and aboaads in quunt and homorons illustrations." 

BottonAtlai. 

" Thla ia a seriei of very entertuning essays by an observer of nature, and 
written with a view \a direct attentlitn to the habita of the insect world. The 
■athor doae not confine himself to the snlgect like a leaohar, but ramblaa 
pleasantly abont hke an amateor. Tba work is beantiflil^ priiried, and n«ff- 
lUfloMitljr illnMnl«iL"— PMxbifitia Ltdgw. 
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PHILOSOPHERS AND ACTRESSES. 

AESENE HOUSSATE. 
mtk l«utilttUj-«ng»TCd Fwtr^ti of Voltaln and Ibd*. da Pmbm 



CONTEST 8. 



TKE Houas or bciskor 

VOLTUEX. 

VOLTAIRK jLHD HLLE. D2 LrVRT. 

1UDEH013BU2 SADISIII. 
CALLOT. lA TOUR. 

EAOUIi AND OABftrCLUS. 
HADEHOIBELLE DE MABITAIIS. 
THE MAKCaiONZSS' CAPRICES. 
THE UISTBES3 or COKNILLE BC&OT. 



ABBLAOD AND HKL013E. 

THS DEATH or ANDKE CHENIEK, 

THE UA&QInS DB OP. AULAUB. 

COLLE. 

THE DAUQHTKB or SXDAIKK 

MHJDHOK. 

BLANSIHl 

AM UHKNOWK SCDLPTCS. 

VAKllTKB. 

A LOST POET. 

HANDS riU^D WITH BOBES, RLLED WITH OOLD, riLLEO WITH VUOQO. 

THE HUNDRED AND ONE PICTDREB OP TARDIT, fKIEND OF OILUXK 

THREE PAOBS IN THE UPE OP MADAME DE PARABERE. 

DIALOGUES OF THE DEAD UPON THE LIVIKa. 

■■ Thi tide i£ An^ne Honut^'i toUdw U not Is be lilerdly nadenitacHlF 

TbarelpmoninitthiiifoUiaCfint apoalhe^rmpuomofoarlDlelligBiKB, Tin 

■HW and aotian of ihB book An bj no eubida reitricted to icademic grovei lod 

Aflftbrical gre0Q-Toonu< Iti iDtbor ftllowa bimoelf greater latitude. Adopting a 

trite motto, hs decUrei tba woild a icaga. Hi> pbikaophen and acVeHei com- 

priM a mnltitnde of claaaeg and characten ; be fiodi tbem eTeiywbere. Artiati 

•nd tbe faToicd of wit and beaatjr — the majorhjr of all Iheie, according to fail 
ftntanlcBl preface, are pbihnaphen and actreaaei. Ooly on the (tags and at tbe 
Bccbonae, be melicioaily reraarka, few aetreaaeB and pbilaaophera are to be fsaodi 
" To a good book a liUe ia a mauar of minor moBkenL It waj doabtlsa^ diS- 
enh ta find DBS exantf appniprlale to a voJome n deUDllor; and varied aa Chat 
•fHooMfs. In the ona •aleelad bahaaatgdied antilfaelical «Kct, aa hia wmn- 
tiTiiieoue proiM to da i bnl ve are net dlipoaed to qoarrel with hi* cbdce, wbieh 
waa paibtpa aa good a< <»(ild be made. PliilDinphara o«nwD!; Ggnra in bia pigra 
^ofteu ID paraaita and aiLaatioDa in vblcb lew would expect to find theoi { a^ 
IreueK, too, are tbew—actretaei ai the; were In Prance a centary agi^ riTalllDg, 
In faabkin, loxarf. and el^aoce. the higheit ladiei oT tbe conrt, wbo, oa Ibeir 
part, often Tied with them in dndpatlon and extraTagaDce, Bat HoiuBa;e b 
> venalile and eiouraiTe genial, lo*liig change of ubjeet, aeoie, and centin;) 
■nd be akipt gayl; down the iMani of time, firom Ibe daya ot Plato sad AifMtm 
to our own. paoifng hen and then, *• (be bacy take* bin, to call • Ikiww, point 
■ annl, oc tdl ■ tile."— 5Iaoh»mrt MagaiiM. 
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